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Arthur Onslow, £y^; 
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THE 

C O MPL A INT. 

N I G H T the F I R S T. 

I IR'D Nature's fwect Reftorer, balmy Sleep! 
He, like the World, his ready Vifit pays 
Where Fortune fmilcs j the Wretched he for- 

iakes : 
Swift on his downy Pinion flies from Woe, 
nd lights on lids unfullyM with a Tear. 

From fliort (as ufuai) and difturb'd Repofe, 
wake: How happy they, whorwakp.no more! 
et that were vain, if Dreams infcft the Grave, 
kvake, emerging from a Sea of Dreams 
umultuous ; where my wrecked, defpottding Thought 
om Wave to Wave ik fanfyd Mifery, 
: random drove, her Helm of Reafon loft, 
bo' now reft<Mr'd, 'tis only Change of Pain, 

bitter Change I) feverer for fevere. 
le Day too ihort for,my Diftrefs ! and l^ight^ 
en in the Zenith of her dark Domain, 
Sua^ne, to the Colour of my Fate. 
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4 ?2.^ COMPLAINT: \\' 

. - -. !>' 

Nfghfy fable Goddefs ! from her £^ TBrone, / 
Jn raylefs Majefty, now flretches forth 
Her leaden Sceptre o'er a flumb'ring World. 
Silence, how dead ! and Darknefsj^how profound ! 
Nor Eye, nor lift'ning Ear an Objeft fincfs ; 
Creation flceps. 'Tis, as the genVal Pulfe 
Of Life flood flill, and Nature made a Paufe; 
An aweful Paufe ! prophetic of her End. 
And let her Prophecy be foon fuIfilPd ; 
Fate ! drop the Curtain j I can lofe no more. 

Si/ence, and Darknefs ! folemn Siilers i Twins 
From anticnt ATg^Z'/, who nurfe the tender Thought 
To Rtafouy and on Rea/ou build tiefol'vf^ I 
(That Column of true Majdly in Many •■ 
Affift me : I will thank you in the Grave ; 
The Grave, your Kingdom : Thtrt this Frame ihall fall 
A Viftini facped to your dreary Shrine. 
But what are ye ? T H O U, who didft put to Fbght 
Primeval Silence, when the Morning-Slars, - 
Exulting, (houtcd o'er the rifing Eaii ; 
O THOU! whofe Word from folid Darknefs ftrucji: 
That Spark, the Sun ; ftrike Wifdom from my Soul ; 
My Sou), which flies to thee, her Truft, her Treafurc, 
As Mifers to their Gold, while others reft. 

Thro' this Opaque of Natuf-ey and of Soul^ 
This double Night, tranfmit one pitying Ray, 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my Mind, 
(A Mind that fain would wander from its Woe) 
Lead it thro' various Scenes of Life, and Death % 
And from each Scene, the noblefl Truths infpire. 
Nor lefs infpire my ConduSfy than my Song ; 
'leach my beft Reafon, Reafon ; my beft Will 
Teach Reditude ; and fix my firm Refolte 
Wifclom to wed, land pay her long Arrear : 
Nor let the Phiafof thy Vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted Head, be poufd in vain. 
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The Bell ftfikes One, We take no Note of Time^ 
But from its Lofs. To give it then a Tongue, 
Is wife in Man. As if an Angel fpoke, 
I feel the folemn Souffd. If heard aright. 
It is the Kne// of my departed Hours : 
Where are they ? With, the Years beyond the Flood. 
It is the Signal that demands Difpatch ; . ^ 

How much is to be done ? my Hopes and Fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o'er Life's narrow Verge 
Look down — on what ? A fathomlefs Abyfs ; 
A dread Eternity ! how furely mine ! 
And can Eternity belong to me. 
Poor Penfioner on the Bounties of an Hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abjedl, how auguft. 
How complicate, how wonderful, is Man ? 
How pafTmg wonder HE, who made him fuch ? 
Who centred in our Make fuch ftrange £|ttremes ? 
From difFVent Natures marveloufly mi|tj^ , 
Connf£iion exquifite of diftant Worlds I 
DifUnguiiht Link in Being's endlefs Chain t 
Midway from Nothing to the Deity ! 
A Beam etherial fully 'd, and abforpt f 
The' full/d, and diOionour'd, flill Divine ! 
Dim Miniatmre of Greatnefs abfolute ! 
An Heir of Glory! a frail Child of Daft I 
Helplefs Immortal Infe^ infimte I 
A Worm I a God I-^I tremble at myfelf. 
And in myfelf am Loft ! At home a Stranger, 
Thought wanders up and dpwn, furpris'd,' agbail. 
And wond'ring at her vwn: How ReafQn reels \ 
O what a Miracle to Man is Ma^, 
Triumphantly diib-efs'd ! what ^oy^ what Dread t 
Alternately tranfported, ^and alami'd f 
What can preferve my Ufe \ or w^ dcftroy ? 
An AngePs Arm can't fnatch me from the Grave ; 
Legions of Angels can't confine me There. 

B 3 , Ti$ 
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6 nr COMPLAINT: 

Tis pafl Conjefture ; all things rife in Proof: 
While o*cr my Limbs Sleeps s foft Dominion fpread. 
What, tho' my Soul phaniaftic Meafures trod 
O'er Fairy Fields; or moumM along the Gloom 
Of pathlefs Woods; or down the craggy Steep 
Hurfd headlong, fwam with Pain the mantled Pool ^ 
Or fcaPd the Cliff; or danc'd on hollow Winds, 
With antic Shapes, wild Natives of the Brain ? 
Her ceafelefs FUgh:, tho* devious, fpeaks her Naturc- 
Of fubtler Effence than the trodden Clod; 
Aftive, aerial, tow*ring, unconfin'd. 
Unfettered with her grofs Companion's Fall. 
Ev'n filent Night proclaims my Soul immortal: 
Ev'n filpnt Night proclaims eternal Day. 
For human Weal, Heav'n hufbands all Events, 
Bull Sleep inilruds, nor fport vain Dreams in vain. 

Why then linV Lofs deplore, that are not loft ? 
Why wan^^rs w*fetched Thought their Tombs around^ 
In infidel iDiftrefs ? Axe Angtls there ? 
Slumbers, rakMupin dull, Etherial Fire? 
They live! they greatly live a Life on Eartk 
Unkindled, unconceiv*d ; and from an Eye 
Of Tendernels, let heav'nly Pity fall 
On me, more jufljy numbered with the Dead. 
^bis is the Dcferf, this the Solitude: 
How populous I how vitkl, is the Gravie! 
*lhi$ is Creation's melancholy Vault, 
The Vale funereal, the fad Cyfrefs Gloom 5 
The Land of Apparitions^ empty Shades ! 
All, all on Earth is Shadowy all beyond 
Is Suhftance ; the Reverie is Folly's Creed: 
How folid all^ whefe Change (hall be no more ? 

This is tiie Bud of Mng, the dim Dawn, 
The Twilight of our Day, the Veftibule. 
Life's Theatre as yet is fhut, aiid Death, 
Strong Death, alone can heave the maffy Bar, 
This grofs Impediment of Clay remove. 
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And make us Embryos of Exiilence free. 
From real Life, bat little more remote 
Is Hey not yet a Candidate for Light, 
'VYi^t future Embryo, flumb'ring in his Sire. 
Embryos we moft be, till we barft the Shell, 
Yon ambient, azore Shell, and fpring to Life, 
The Life of Gods : O Tnmfport ! and of Man 

Yet Man, fool Man! here banes all his Thougjhtti 
Interrs celeftial Hopes without one Sigh. 
Prisoner of Earth, and pent beneath the Moon, 
Here pinions all his Wifhes ; wing*d by Heav*n 
To fly at Infinite; and reach it there. 
Where Seraphs gather Immortality, 
On Life's fair Tree, fail by the Throne of God. 
What golden Joys ambrofial cluft'ring glow. 
In HIS full B^m, and ripen for the JuS, 
Where momentary Ages are no more f 
Where Time, and Pain, and Chance, and Death expire! 
And is it in the Flight of threefcore Yearly 
To paih Eternity from human Thought, 
And fmother Souls immortal in the Duft? 
A Soul immortal, fpending all her Fires> 
Wafting her Strength in fbenaoas Idleness, 
Thrown into Titmult, raptur'd, <»* alarm*4» 
At ought thb Scene can threaten, or indulge, 
Kefen3>les Ocean into Tempeft wrought^ 
To waft a Feather, or to drown a Fly, 

Where falls this Ccnfore \ It o'erwhelma myftlf. 
How was my Heart incrufted by the World I 
O how fclf-fetter'd was my groveling Soul [ 
How, .like a Worm, was I wrapt round and rooncf 
In filken Thought, which reptile Fancy fpun. 
Till darkened Reafin lay quite clouded o*er 
With foft Conceit of endlefs Comfort here. 
Nor yet put forth her Wings to reach the Skies F 

Night-vifions may befriend (as fung above) : 
Our waking Dreami are fatal. How I dreamt 
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9 ne COMPLAINT? 

Of things Impoffiblc? (Coul.d Sleep do more?) 
Of Joys perpetual in perpetual Change? 
Of liable Pleafures on the tofling Wave ? 
Eternal Sunftiine in the Storms of Life ? 
How richly were my noon-tide Trances hung 
With gorgeous Tapeftries of pidiur'd Joys ? 
Joy behind Joy, in cndlefs Perfpe^tive I 
Till at Death's Toll, whofe reftlefs Iron Tongue 
Calls, daily for his Million* at a Meal, 
Starting I woke, and found myCelf undone. 
Where now my Frenzy's pompous Furniture f 
The cob'web''d Cottage, with its ragged Wall 
Of mould'ring Mud, is Royalty to me I 
The Spiderh mod attenuated Thread 
Is Cord, is Cable, to Man's tender Tie 
On earjhiy Blifs ; it breaks at cvVy Breeze. 

O ye bleft Sctn^ of permanent Delight ! 
Full, above meafure ! lafHng, beyond Bound f 
A Perpetuity of Blifs, is Blifs. 
Covild you, fo rich in Raptnre^ fear an End, 
That ghaftly Thooght wo nM drink up all your Joy, 
And quite unparadife the Realms of Light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above thcfc rolling Spheres ; 
The baleful Influence of whofe giddy Dsmct 
Sheds fad Viciifitude on all beneath. 
Here teems the Revolutions ev'iy Hour ? 
/\nd rarely for the better;, orthe beft. 
More mortal than the common Births of Fate. 
Each Mament has ks Sickle, emulous 
Of 7ime\ enormous Scythe, whofe ample Sweep 
Strikes Empires from the Root ; each Moment plays 
His litde Weapon in the narrower Sphere 
Of fweet domelHc Comfort, and cuts down 
The faireft Bloom of fublunary BMis. 

Blifs ! Mublunary Blife f— Proud Words, and vain t 
Implicit Treafon to divine Decree f 
A bold Invalion of the Rights of Heav'n f 
I clafp'd the Phantoms, and I found them Air. 

O 
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O had I weigh'd it ere my fond Embrace f 
What Darts of Agony^ had mifs'd my Heart! 

Death ! Great Proprietor of All f 'tis thine 
To tread out Empire, and to quench the Stars. 
The Sun himfelf by thy Pcrmiffion fhines; 
And, one Day, thou (halt pluck him from his Sphere. 
Amid fuch mighty Plunder, why exhaufl 
Thy partial Quiver on a Mark lo mean? 
Why thy peculiar Rancour wrecked on me? 
Infatiate Archer I could not one Chte fuffice ? 
Thy Shaft flew tl^rice ; and tMa my Peace was^flain ; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon Moon had fill'd her Horn. 
O Cynthia I why fo pale ? Doft thou lament 
Thy wretched Neighbour? Grieve to fee thy Wheel 
Of ceafelefs Change outwhirPd in human Life ? 
How wanes my borrouSd Blifs ! from Fortune's Smile, 
Precarious Courtefy I not Virtue^ fure. 
Self-given, folar^ Ray of found Delight, 

In ev'ry varyii Pollure, Place, and Hour, 
How widow'd ev'ry Thought of tv'ry Joy ! 
Thought, bufy Thought I too bufy for my Peace ! 
Thro' the dark Poftern of Time long elaps'd. 
Led foftly, by the Stihicfs of the Night, 
Led, like a Murderer, (and fuch it proves!) 
Strays, (wretched Rover I) ©.'cc^tU yiwafiii^ P^Ji » ^ - 
In queft of Wretchednefs pcrverfely ftrays ; 
And finds all defart now ; and meets the Ghofts 
Of my departed Joys ; a num'rous Train ! 
I rue the Riches of my former Fate ; 
Sweet Comfort's blailed CluHers I lament; 
I tremble at the Bleflings once fo dear ; 
And eY^ry Pleafure pains me to the Heart. 

Yet why complain ? or why complain for One ? 
Hangs out the Sun his Luftre but for me, 
TYit Jingle Man ? Are Angels all befide ? 
I mourn for Million^ : *Tis the common Lot ; 
In tbii Shape, or in tbat^ has Fate entailed 
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xb fhe COMPLAINT: 

The Mother's Throws on all of Woman born. 
Not more the Children, than fore Hcin of PatJt. 

War, Famine, Pfeft, Volatoo, Storm, and ^ire^ 
Inteftine Broils, Ofprejpan^ with her Heart 
W|M>t up in triple Brafs, befiege Mankind. 
God^s Image difinhcrited of Day, 
Bercy plung'd in Mines, forgets a Sun was made« 
^bere^ Beings deathlefs as their haughty Lord, 
Are hammerM to the galling Oar for lafe; 
And plough the Winter's Wave, and reap Defpair. 
^omty for hard Mailers, broken under Arms, 
In Battle lopt away, with half their Limbs, 
Beg bitter Bread thro' Realms their Valour fav'd. 
If to the Tyrant, or his Minion, doom. 
Wanty and incurable Difeafey (fell Pair !) 
On hopelefs Multitudes remorfelefs feize 
At once ; and make a Refuge of the Grave. 
How groaning Ho/pitah eje^ their Dead I 
What Numbers groan for fad Admiilion there t 
What NumUrs, once in Fortune*s Lap l|igh-fed» 
Solicit the cold Hand of Charity 1 
To ihock us more, folidt it in vain ( 
Ye filken Sons of Pleafarel fince in Paini 
You rue more modifh Vifits, vifit herty 
^nd breathe from yonr Debauch : Gi*vey and itduct 
• S^r/^jys Dcmiiiioiro*eryou : but fo great 
Your Impudence, you blufh at what is Right ! 

Happy f did Sorrow fcizc tn/ueh alone. 
Not Prudence can defend, or nrtue fave ; . 
j^ifeafe invades the chafteft Temperance ; 
And Punifliment the Guiltlefs ; and Alarm 
Thro' thickeil Shades, purfucs die fond of Peace- 
Man s Caution often into Danger turns, 
And his Guard falling, crufhes him to Death. 
Not Happi/iffi itfelf makes good her Name; 
Our very Wiihes give us not our Wiih. 
How diftant oft the Thing we doat on moft, 
Fxom that for which we doat, Felicity ¥ 
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Tht/meotheft Courf« of Nature has its Pains j 

And truefi Friends, thro' Error, wound our Reft 

Without Misfortune, what Calamities f 

And what Hoftilities, without a Foe T 

Nor are Foes wanting to the beft on Earth. 

But endlefs is the Lift pf human Ills, X *^, 

And Sighs might fooner fail, than Caufe to figlk 
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A Part how fmalt of the terraqueous Globe 
Is tenanted by Man ! the Reft a Wafie, 
Rocks, Defarts, frozen Seas, and burning Sands : 
Wild Haunts of Monfters, Poifons,. Stines,. and Deathj 
Such is Earth'g melancholy Map! But, tor 
More fad i this Earth is a true Map of Matt. 
So bounded are its haughty Lord's Delights^ ' . * * 
To Woe*s wide Empire ; where deep Troubles tofs» 
Loud Sorrows howl, invenom'd FaJJious bite» 
Ravenous Calamities our Vitals feize. 
And threatening Fate^ wide opens to devoun. 

What then am I, who forrow for myfelf? 
In Age, in Infancy, from others Aid 
Is all our Hope ; to teach us to be kind. 
That, Nature's /f;^, laji LefTon to Mankind 5 
The felfiOi Heart deferves the Pain it feels. 
More genVous Sorrow,, while it finks^ exalts;. 
And confcious Virtue mitigates the Pang. 
Nor Virtue, more than Frudence^ bids me give 
Swoln Thought a fecond Chanei; who divide, # 
They weaken too, the Torrent of their Grief. 
Take then, O World ! thy much-indebted Tcar;^ 
How fad a Sight is human Happinefs,. 
To thofe whofe Thought can pierce beyond an Hour I 

thou I whatever thou art^ whofe Heart exults ! 
Wouldft thou I ihould congratulate thy Fate > 

1 know thou wouldft ; thy Pride demands it from mCi^ 
Let thy Pride pardon, what thy Nature needs. 
The falutary Cenfure of a Friend. 

Thou happy Wretch I by Blindnefs art thou blcft; 

By Dotage dandled to perpetual Smiles. j 
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f2 J'i^^ COMPLAINT: 

Know, Smilerl at thy Peril art thou pleas'd j 
Thy Pierre is the Promifc of thy Pain. 
Mi fortune, like a Creditor fevere. 
But rifes in Demand for her Delay; 
She makes a Scourge of pail Profperity, 
To lling thee more, awi donWe thy Diftreft, 

Lorenzo, Fortune makes herCourt to tliee,. 
Thy fond Heart dances, while the Syren fings. 
Dear is thy Welfare j think me not unkind ; 
I would not damp, but to fecure thy Joys. 
Think not that Fear is facred to the Storm. 
Stand on thy Guard againft the Smiles of Fate. 
Is Heav'n tremendous in its Frowns ? Moll furc t 
And in its Favours formidable too ; 
Its Favours here are Trials, not Rewards ; 
A Call to D4ity,. not Difcharge from Care; 
And fhould alarm us, fuH as much as Woes ;, 
Awake us to their C^i^, and Confiquence y. 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our Dcfert ; 
Awe Nature's Tumult, and chaftifc her Joys, 
Left while we clafp, we kill them ; nay, invert 
To worfe than ^mple Mifery, their Charms. 
Revolted Joys, like Foes in civil War, 
Like bofom Friendihips to Refentment four'd. 
With Rage invenomM rife againft our Peac©, 
Beware what Earth calls Happincfs ; beware 
All Joys, but Joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on lefs than an immortal Bafe, 
Fond as he (t^m^, condemns his Joys to Deaths 

Mine dy'd with thee. Philander ! thy laft Sigh 
DifUblv'd the Charm ; the difinchantcd Earth 
Lofl all her Luftre. Where, her glirt'ring Towers ? 
Her golden Mountains, where ? all darken'd down 
To naked Wafte j a dreary Vale of Tears ; 
The great Magician's dead f Thou poor, pale Piece 
Of out-caft Earth, in Darknefs I what a Change 
From Yefterday I Thy darling Hope fo near, 
^Lcng-laboux'd Pri^c!) O bow Ambition fluih'd 
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Thy glowing Cheek ! Ambition truly great. 
Of virtuous Praife. Death's fubtle Seed within, 
(Sly, treach'rous Miner !) working in the Dark, 
SmiPd at thy well-concerted Scheme, and beckoa'd 
The Worm to riot on that Rofe fo red, 
XJnfaded ere it fell ; one Moment's Prey I 

Man's Forefight is con£tionaIiy wife ; 
luORENZo ! Wifdom into Folly turns 
Oft, the firft Inflant, its Idea fair 
To labouring Thought is born. How dim our Eye f 
The prefent Moment terminates our Sight ; 
Clouds, thick as thofe on Doomfday, drown the nsxt i 
AVc penetrate, we prophefy in vain. 
^ime is dealt out by Particles ; and each. 
Ere mingled with the ftreaming Sands of Life, 
By Fate's inviolable Oath is fwom 
Deep Silence, " Where Eternity begins." 

By Nature's Law, what may be, may be no'-w ; 
There's no Prerogative in human Hours. 
In human Hearts what bolder Thought can rife,^ 
Than Man's Prefumption on To-morrow's Dawn I 
Where is To-morrow ? In another World. 
For Numbers this is certain ; the Reverfe 
Is fure to none ; and yet on this Perhaps^ 
This Peradvefiture, infamous for Lyes, 
As on a Rock of Adamant we build , 
Our mountain Hopes ; fpin out eternal Scheme?^ 
As we the Fatal Sifters could out-fpin. 
And, big with Life's Futurities, expire. 

Not ev'n Pin lander had befpoke his Shroud* 
Nor had He Caufe, a Warning was deny'd ; 
How Many fall as fudden, not as fafe I 
As fudden, tho' for Years admonifht home. 
Of human Ills the laft Extreme beware. 
Beware, Lorenzo! Tl Jknu -fudden Death. 
How dreadful that deliberate Surprize ! 
Be wife To- day j 'tis M^dnefs to defer; 

Next 
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14 r*^ COMPLAINT: 

Next Day the fatal Precedent vnH plead ; 
Thus on, till Wifdom is paihVi out of Life. 
FrQcraftinatinn is the Thief of Time ; 
Year stfter Year it fteals, till all are fied^ 
And to the Mercies of a Moment leaves 
The vaft Concerns of an eternal Scene. 
If not fo frequent, would not This be ftrange I 
That 'tis fo frequent, ^bit is ftranger IHll. 

Of Man's miraculous Mifkkes, this bears 
The Palm, " That all Men are about to live,**^ 
For evef on the Brink of being bom. 
All pay themfelves the Compliment to think 
They, one Day, (hall not drivel ; and their Pride 
On this Reverfion takes up ready Praife ; 
At leaft, their own ; their future Selves applauds % 
How excellent that Life they nt'er will lead ! 
Time lodg'd in their tnxin Hands is Follft Vails ; 
That lodg'd in Fate\ to Wifdom they confign j 
The Thing they can't but purfofi^ they pofipone ; 
'Tis not in Folly^ not to fcom a Fool ; 
And fcarce in human Wifdom to do more. 
All Promife is poor dilatory Man, 
And that thro' ev'ry Stage : When young, indeed^ 
In full Content we, fometimes, nobly reft, 
Un-anxious for onrfeives ; and only wiih. 
As duteous Sons, our Fathers were more Wife. 
At Thirty Msinfu/pe^j himfelf a Fool ; 
Kno^s it at Forty^ and reforms his Plan \ 
At Fifty chides his infamous Delay, 
Pufhes his prudent Purpofe to Rifohei 
In all the Magnanimity of Thought 
Refolves ; and re-refolves ^ then dies the fame.. 

And why ? Becaufe he thinks himfelf ImmortaL 
All Men think all Men mortal, but Themfelves ; 
Themfelves, when feme alarming Shock of Fate 
Strikes thro' their wounded Hearts the fudden Dread 5 . 
But their Heiarts wounded, like the wounded Air, 
Soon clofe ; where paft the Shaft, no Trace is found. 
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Or, BfB6t-C|)OttBStj3(, &c. 15 

As from the fHng no Scar the Sky retabs ; 
The parted Wave no Furrow from the Ku/ ; 
So dies Id human Hearts the Thought of Death. 
Ev'n with the tender Tear which Nature (heds 
0*er thoie we love, we drop it in their Grave. 
Can I forget Philander ? That were ftrange ; 

my fulIHeart ! But fhould I give it vent^ 

The longeft Night, tho' longer far, would fail. 
And the Lari liftcn to my Midnight Song. 

The fpritely Lark's fhrill Matin wakes the Morn » 
Griefs fharpeft Thorn hard-prefling on my Breaft, 

1 ftrive, with wakeful Melody to chear 

The fullen Gloom, fweet PhilomeH like Thee, 

And call the Stars to liflen : Ev'ry Star 

Is deaf to mine, enamourM of thy Lay. 

Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine excell. 

And charm thro* diftant Ages : Wrapt in Shade, 

Prisoner of Darknefs ! to the iilent Hours^ 

How often I repeat their Rage divine. 

To lull my Griefs, and fteal my Heart from Woe ! 

1 roll their Raptures, but not catch their Flames. 

Dark, tho^ not blind, like thee Maonidis t 

Or, Milton I thee ; ah could I reach your Strain I 

Or HiV, wha made Maomde$ our Own, 

Man too He fung : Immortal Man I flng \ 

Oft burfts my Song beyond the Bounds of Life 5 

What, now^ but Immortality can pleafe ? 

O had H^ prefs'd his Theme, purfuM the Track, 

Which opens out of Darknefs into Day ! 

O had he mounted on his Wing of Fire, 

Soared, where I fmk, and fung Immortal Man \ 

How had it bleft Mankind, and refcu'd me B 
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NIGHT THE SECOND. 

ON 

Time, Death, Friend fliip. 

Humbly Inscribed 
To the Right Honourable 

The Earl of Wilmington. 
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THE 



COMPLAINT. 



NIGHT the SECOND. 




\HEN tbiCoek crew hi «e(;i]^— Smote bjr 
that Eye, 

Which looks on mc, on All : That PowV, 
who bids 

This Midnight Centinel with Clarion fhrill^ 
Emblem of that which ihall awake the Dead^ 
Roufe Souls from Slumber, into Thoughts ol Heaven. 
Shall I too weep ? Where then is Fortitude ? 
And Fortitude abandoned, where is Man ? 
I know the Terms on which he fees the Light ; 
He that is bom, is lifted ; Life is War ; 
Eternal War with Woe. Who bears it beft, 

Deferves it Icaft, On other Themes Fll dwell. 

Lorenzo ! letme turn my Thoughts on Thee, 

And Thine^ on Themes may profit j profit there. 

Where moft thy Need. Themes, too, the genuine GrowtK 

Of dear Phi LAND ER^sDuft. He, thus^ thoMead, 

May ftill befriend— What Themes ? Tinui's lAiondrous Price, 

Death, friendjhif, 9Xid Fhilavdzk*^ /nai Scene. 
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So could I touch thefe Themes, as might obtain 
Thine Ear ? nor leave thy Heart quite difengag'd. 
The good Deed would delight me ; half-imprels 
On my dark Cloud an Irh ; and from Grief, 
Call Glory — Doft thou mourn Phi lander's Fate ? 
I know thou fay'ft it ; Says thy Life the fame ? 
He mourns the Dead, who lives as they defire. 
Where is that Thiift, that Avarice of T I M E, ' 

(O glorious Avarice I) Thought of Death infpires. 
As rumouiM Robberies endear our Gold ? 
O Time ! than Gdid more facred ; more a Load 
Than Lead, to Fools ; and Fools reputed Wife. 
Whp.r Mmwm granted Man without Aoeomit ? 
"^hat Tc^rd^re £quattdsr*d,v TViJdoni,^ J)ebt unpaid ? 
Our Wealth in Days all due to that Difcharge. 
Hafte, hafte. He lies in wait. He's at the Door, 
InfidioHS Depth ! fliould his ftrong Hand arreft, \ 
No Compofition fets the Prisoner free. 
Eternity's inexorable Chain 
Faft bind! ; Und Veiigeance Ckums the fall Arrear. 

How late I ih'udder'd on the Brink \ how late 
Life caird for her lafl Refuge in Defpair ! 
That Time is mine, O Mead I to Thee I owe ; 
Fain would I pay thee with Eternity, 
But ill my Genius anfwers my Defire ; 
My fickly Song is mortal, paft thy Cure. 
Accept the Will ; It dies not with my Strain. 

For what calls thy Difeafe, Lorenzo I Not 
For Efculapian^ but for Moral Aid. 
Thou think'ft it Folly to be wife too fowl. 
Touth is not rich in Time ; it may be, poor. 
part with it as with Money, fparing ; pay 
No Moment, but in Purchafe of its Worth ; 
And what its Worth, afk Death-beds j they can tell. ' 
Part with it as with Life, reluftant; big 
With holy Hope of nobler Time to come i 

Time 
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Time higher-aim'd, ftill nearer the great Mari 
Of Men and Angels ; Virtue more divine. 

. Is this our Dufy, Wifdom, Glory y Gain ? 
[The/d Heav'n benign in vital Union binds) 
And fport we like the Natives of the Bough, ... *. 
When vernal Suns infpire ? Amufcment reigns 
Man's great Demand : To trifle is to live : 
And is it then a Trifle, too, to die ? — 

Thou fay'ft I preachy Lorenzo ! 'Tis confcft. 
What, if for once, I preach thee quite wxtYz/v ? 
Who wants Amufetnent in the Flame of Battle ? 
Is it not Treafon, to the Soul iimnovtaJy 
Her Foes in Arms, Eternity the Prize ? 
Will Toys amufe, when Medicines cannot cure ? 
When Spirits ebb, when Life's inchanting Scenes 
Their Lullre lofe, and leflen in our Sight, 
(As Lands, and Cities with their glitt'ring Spires, 
To the poor fliatter'd Bark, by fudden Storm 
Thrown off to Sea, and foon to perilh there) 
Will Toys amufe ? — No : Thrones will then be Toys, 
And Earth and Skies feem Duft upon the Scale. 

Redeem we Time ? — its Lofs we dearly buy. 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high priz'd Sports? 
He pleads Time's numerous Blanks 5 he loudly pleads 
The ftraw-like trifles on Life's common Stream. 
From whom thofe Blanks and Trifles^ but from ^hee ? 
No Blanks no ^rifley Nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, ^ furfos'^d Virtue, llill be Thine ; 
7his cancels thy Complaint at once ; This leaves < 
In Ad no Trifle, and no Blank in Time. 
This greatens, fills, immortalizes All ; 
Tbisy the bleft Art of turning all to Gold ; 
Tbisy the good Heart's Prerogative to raife 
A royal 1 ribute, from the poor<;ll Hours. 
Immcnfe Revenue ! ev'ry Moment Pays, 
If nothing more thznPurpo/e in thy Power ; 
T^y Porpofc firm, is equal to the Deed : 

Who 
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Who does the beft his CircumfUnce allows. 
Does well, a£ls nobly ; Angels could no more. 
Our outward A£l, indeed, admits Reftraint ; 
•Tis not in Things o'er Thought to domineer ; 
Guard well thy Thought ; our Thoughts are heard ift 

Heaven. 
On^l-important Ttmu^ through ew^xy Aw^^ 
Tho* niuch, and warm, the Wife have urg*d ; the Maa 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an Hour. 
•* P've loft a Daf* — The Prince who nobly cryM, 
Had been an Emperor without his Crown ; 
Of Rome ! {ay, nv^her. Lord of human Race ; 
He fpoke, as if deputed by Mankind ; 
So fhould all fpeak : So Reafon fpeaks in All : 
For the foft Whifpers of that God in Man, 
Why flv to Folly, why to Frenzy fly. 
For RTOue from the Blejpng we poflefs ? 
Time, thb Supreme ! — Time is Eternity ; 
Pregnant with all Eternity can give ; 
Pregnant with all, that makes Arch-angels fmile. 
Who murders Time, He crufhes in the Birth 
A Pow'r etherial, only not ador*d. 

Ah ! how unjufl to Nature, and Himfelf, 
Is thoughtlefs, thanklefs, inconfiftent Man f 
Like Children babbling Nonfenfe in their Sports, 
We cenfure Nature for a Span too ihort ; 
That Span too ihort, we tax as tedious too j 
Torture Invention, all Expedients tire. 
To lafh the llngVing Moments into Speed ; 
And whirl us (happy Riddance !) from ourfelves* 
Art, brainlefs Art ! our furious Charioteer 
(For Natures Voice unflifled would recall) 
Drives headlong tow'rds the Precipice of Death ; 
Death, moft pur Dread ; Death thus more ditadful made s 
O what a Riddle of Abfurdity \ 
Leijure is Pain ; takes off our Chariot-wheels, 
How heavily we drag the Load of Life I 
Bleft Leifure is our Curfc ; like.that of Cain^ 
It makes us wander ; wander Earth around 

I To 
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To fly that Tyrant, Thought. As Jtias groan'd 
The World beneath, we groan beneath an Hour. 
We cry for Mercy to the next Amufement ; 
The next Amufement mortgages our Fields ; 
Slight Inconvenience f Prifons hardly frown. 
From hateful Time if Prifons fet us free. 
Yet when Deatb kindly tenders us Relief, 
We call him cruel ; Years to Moments ihrink. 
Ages to Years. The Telefcopc is tum'd. 
To Man's falfe Optics (from his Folly falfe) . 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his Wings, 
And feems to creep, decrepit with his Age ; 
Behold him^ when pail by ; what then is feen. 
But his broad Pinions fwifter than the Winds ? 
And all Mankind, in Concradiflion ftrong. 
Rueful, aghaft I cry out on hb Career. 

Leave to thy Foes thefe Errors, and thefe Ills ; «" 
To Nature juft, their Cau/e and Cure explore. 
Not fliort Heaven's Bounty, boundlefs ourExpence; 
No Niggard, Nature; Men arc Prodigals. 
We ava/e, not u/e our Time ; we breathe, not live. 
Time luafted is Exiftence, «jVts Life. 
And bare Exiftence, Man, to live ordain'd. 
Wrings, and oppreffes with enormous Weight. 
And why ? fincc Time was giv'n for Ufe, not Wade, 
Injoin'd to fly ; with Tempeft, Tide, and Stars, 
To keep his Speed, nor ever wait for Man ; 
Time"^ LFfe was doom'd a Pleafure ; Wafte, a Pain ; 
That Man might feel his Error, if unfeen ; 
And, feeling, fly to Labour for his Cure ; 
Not, blundering, fplit on Idlenefs, for Eafe. 
Life's Cares are Comforts ; fuch by Heav'n ddign'<^; 
He that has none, mufl; make them, or be wretched. 
Cares are Employments ; and without Employ 
The Soul is on a Rack ; the Rack of Reft, 
To Souls moft advcrfe ; Adion all their Joy. 

Here, then, the Riddle, mark'd above, unfolds; "^^ 
Then Time turns Torment, when Man turns a Fool. 

% We 
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We rave, we wreftle with Great Nature's Plan; 

We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed. 

Who thwart His Will, (hall contradift their own. 

Hence our unnatural Quarrel with ourfelves ; 

Our Thoughts at Enmity ; our Bofom-broil ; 

We pu(h Time from us, and we wi(h Him back ; 

Lavilhof Lultrums, and yet fond of Life; 

Life we think long, and fhort ; Death feek, and Ihun ; 

Body and Soul, like peevifh Man and Wife, 

United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark Days of Vanity f while Here, 
How Taftelefs ! and how Terrible, when gone f 
Gone ? they ne'er go ; when paft, they haunt us ftill ; 
The Spirit walks of evVy Day deceased. 
And fmiles an Angel ; or a Fury frowns. 
Nor Death, nor Life, delight us. If Time //?/?, 
And Time pojj'ejf^ both pain us, what can pleafe ? 
That which the Deity to pleafe ordain'd. 
Time us*d. The Man who confecrates his Hours 
By vigorous Effort, and an honeft Aim, 
At once he draws the Sting of Life and Death ; 
He loalks nxjith Nature ; and Jier Paths are Peace. 

Our Error's Caufe and Cure are feen : See next 
Time's Nature^ Origw, Import ancey Speed; 
And thy great Gain from urging his Career.— 
AU-fenfual Man, becaufe untouch'd, unfeen. 
He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elfc 
Is truly Man's ; 'tis Fortune's. — Time's a God. 
Thou haft ne'er heard of Timers Omnipotence; 
For, or againfiy what Wonders can He do f 
And nuill: To ftand blank Neuter He difdains. 
Not on thofe Terms was Time {Heav'n's Stranger f) fent 
On his important EmbaiTy to Man. 
Lorenzo! no: On the long-deftin'd Hour, 
From cverlafting Ages growing ripe. 
That memorable Hour of wond'rous Birth, 
When the Dread Sire, on Emanation bent. 
And big with Nature, riiin^p his Might, 

Caird 
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Caird forth Creation (for then Timt was born). 
By Godhead ftreaming thro* a thoufand Worlds ; 
Not on tbofe Termsy from the great Days of Heaven, 
From old Eternity's myfterious Orb, 
Was Time cut ofiF, and call beneath the Skies ; 
The Skies, which watch him in his new Abode, 
Meafuring his Motions by revolving Spheres ; 
That Horologe Machinery Divine. 
Hours, Days, and Months, and Years, his Children, {Jay, 
Like numVous Wings aroand him, as he flies : 
'Or, rather, as unequal Plumes they fliapc 
His ample Pinions, fwift as darted Flame, 
To gain his Goal, to reach his antient Reft, 
And join anew Eternity his Sire ; 
In his Immutabiiity to neft. 

When Worlds, that count his Circles iww, unhing'd, 
(Fate the loud Signal founding) headlong rufh 
To timelefs Night, and Chaos, whence they rofc. 
Why fpur the Speedy ? Why with Levities 
New-wing thy ftiort, fhort Day's too rapid Flight f 
Know'ft thou, or what thou doft, or what is done ? 
Man flies from fif/w^, and T^ime from Man 5 too foon 
In fad Divorce this double Flight mull end : 
And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo f then. 
Thy Sports ? thy Pomps ? — I grant thee, in a State 
Not Unambitious ; in the ruffled Shroud, 
Thy Parian Tomb's triumphant Arch beneath. 
Has Death his Fopperies ? Then well may Life 
Put on her Plume, and in her Rainbow fliine. 

Ye well -array 'd ! Ye Lilies of our Land ! 
Ye Lilies Male! whoneither toil, nor fpin, 
(As Sifter Lilies might) if not (b wife 
As Solomon^ more fumptuous to the Sight f 
Ye Delicate ! who nothing can fupport, 
Yourfelves moft infupportable ! for whom 
The winter Rofe muft blow, the Sun put on 
A brighter f earn in Leo ; . filky-foft 
Fayonius breathe flill fofter, or be chid ; 
ASui Other Worlds fend Odours, Sawce, and Song, 

C And ^ 
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And Robes, and Notions, fram'd in foreiga Looms I 

O ye LoRENzos of our Age ! who deem 

One Moment unamusM, a Mifery 

Kot made for feeble Man ! who call aloud 

Por evVy Bawble, drivel'd o'er by Senfe ; 

For Rattles, and Conceits of ev'ry Caft, 

For Change of Follies, and Relays of Joy, 

To drag your Patient through the tedious Length 

Of a (hort Winter's i!>tfy -fay. Sages! fay. 

Wit's Oracles ! fay. Dreamers of gay Dreams ! 

How will you weather an eternal Nighty 

Where fuch Expefiients fail ? 

O Treach'rbus Confcience ! while (he feems to flecp 
On Rofe and Myrtle^ lullM with Siren Song ; . 
While (he feems, nodding o'er her Charge, to drop 
On teadlong Appetite the flacken'd Rein, 
And give us up to Licence^ unrecall'd, 
Unmarkt ; — See, frbm behind her fecret Stand, 
The flf Informer minutes ev'ry Fault, 
And her dread Diary with Horror fills. 
Not the grofs A3 alone employs her Pen ; 
She reconnoitres Fancfs airy Band, 
A watchful Foe I The formidable Spy, 
Lift'ning, o'erhears the Whifpers of our Camp ; 
Our dawning Purpo'fes of Heart explores. 
And deals our Embryos of Iniquity. 
As all-rapacious Ufurers conceal 
Their Doomfdaybook from all-confuming Heirs ; 
Thus, with Indulgence mod fevere. She treats 
Us Spendthrifts of ineftimable Time ; 
Unnoted, notes each Moment mifapply'd ; 
In Leaves more durable than Leaves of Brafs, 
Writes our whole Hiftory j which Death (hall read 
In ev'ry pale Delinquent's private Ear j 
And Judgment publilh ; publifti to more Worlds 
Than this ;, and endlefs Age in Groans refoand. 
Lorenzo, fuch^2X Sleeper in thy Bread L 
Such h her Slumber j and her Vengeance /ivA 
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For flighted Counfel ; fud) thy future Peace f 
And think'ft thou ftill thou canfl be wife toofow f 

But why on Time fo lavifti is my Song ? 
On this great Thtrnt kind Natun keeps a School* 
To teach her Sons Herfelf. Each Night we die. 
Each Mom are bom anew : Each Day, a Life !• 
And fliall we kill each Day ? If Trifling kills ; 
Sure Vice muft butcher. O what Heaps of Slain 
Cry out for Vengeance on us ! Time deftroy'd 
Is Suicide, where more than Bhod is fpilt. 
Time flies. Death urges, Kndls call, Heav*n invites; 
Hell threatens ; All exerts ; in EflFort, All ; 

More than Creation labours ! Labours more ! 

And is there^in Creation, what, amidft 
This Tumult Univerfal, wing'd Difpatch, 

And ardent Energy, fupinely yawns ? 

Man fleeps ; and Man alone ; and Man, whofe Fatf ,' 

Fate irrevcrfible, intire, extreme, 

Endlefs, hair-hung, breeze-fliaken, o'er the Gulph 

A Moment trembles ; drops ! and Man^ for whom 

All elfe is in Alarm ; Man, the fole Caufe 

Of this furrounding Storm I and yet he fleeps. 

As the Storm rock'd to Reft Throw Tears away ? 

Throw Empires^ and be blamelefs^ Moments feize, 
Heav'n's on their Wing : a Moment we may wifli. 
When Worlds want Wealth to buy. Bid Day ftand ftill. 
Bid him drive back his Carr, recall, retake 
Fate's hafty Prey : Implore him, reimport 
The Period paft, regive the given Hour. 
Lorenzo, more than Miracles we want ; 
Lorenzo — O for Yefterdays to come ! 

Such is the Language of the Man aivake ; 
His Ardor fuch, for what offrejjes Thee. 
And is his Ardor vain, Lorenzo ? No ; 
That more than Miracle the Gods indulge ; 
To-day is Tefterday return'd ; return'd 
Full-pow'r'd to cancel, expiate, raife, adora. 
And reinftate us on the Rock of Peace. 

C 2 
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Let it not (hare its Predeceflbr's Fate ; 
Nor, like ks elder Sifters, die a Fool. 
Shall it evaporate in Fume ? Fly off 
Fuliginous, and (lain us deeper ftill ? 
Shall we be poorer for the Plenty pour'd ? 
More wretched for the Clemencies of Heav*n ? 

Where (hall I find Him ? Angels ! tell me where. 
Tou know-Him ; He is near you : Point him out : 
Shall I fee Glories beaming from his Brow ? 
Or trace his Footfteps by the rifing Flow'rs ? 
Your golden Wings, funv hov'ring o'er him, died 
Protection; now, are waving in Applaufe 
To that bleft Son of Forefight ! Lord of Fate f 
That aweful Independent on To-morrow ! 
Whofe Work is done ; who triumphs in the Paft ; 
Whofe Tefierdays look backwards with a Smile ; 
Nor, Jike the Parthian, wound him as they fly j 
That common, but opprobrious Lot ! Paft Hours, 
If not by Guilt, yet wound ns by their Flight, 
If Folly bounds our Profpedl by the Grave, 
All Feeling of Futurity b^numb'd ; 
All God-like Pafiion for Eternals quencht ; 
All Relifti of Realities expired ; 
Renounc'd all Correfpondence with the Skies ; 
Our Freedom chained ; quite winglefs our Defire, 
InSenfc dark-prifon'd All that ought to foar. 
Prone to the Centre, crawling in the Duft, 
Difmounted ^v'ry Great and glorious Aim ; 
Embruted ev'ry Faculty* divine; 
Heart-bury'd in the Ruhbifh of the World. 
The World, that Gulph of Souls, immortal Souls, 
Souls elevate. Angelic, wing'd with Fire 
To reach the diftant Skies, and triumph there 
On Thrones, which (hall not mourn their Mafters changed ; 
Tho' we from Earth ; Ethereal, They that fell. 
Such Veneration due, O Man, to Man. 

Who venerate themfelves, the World Id efpife.. 
For what, gay Friend I is this e/cutchfon'd World, 

Which 
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Which hangs out DE ATH in one eternal Night ? 
A Night, that glooms us in the Noon-tide Ray, 
And wraps our Thought, at Banquets, in the Shroud. 
Life's little Stage is a fmall Eminence, 
Inch-high the Grave above ; that Home of Man, 
Where dwells the Multitude : We gaze around ; 
We read their Monuments ;' we figh ; and while 
We figh, we fink ; and are what we dcplor'd ; 
Lamenting, or Lamented, all our Lot ! 

Is Death at Diflance ? No : He has been on thee ; 
And giv'n fure Earneft of his final Blow. 
Thofe Hours, which lately fmil'd, where are they now ? 
Pallid to Thought, and ghalUy I drowu'd, all drown'd 
In that great Deep, which nothing difembogues ; 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee fmall Renown. 
The Reft are on the Wing ; how fleet their Flight f 
Already has the fatal Train took Fire ; 
A Moment, and the World's blowp up to thee ; 
The Sun is Darknefs, and the Stars are Dull. 

*Tis greatly wife to talk with our pafl Hours j 
«A^Dd afk them, what Report ^hey bore to Heaven ; 
And how they might have bom more welcome News. 
Their Anfwers form what Men Experience call ; 
If Wifdoni^ Friend, her bell ; if not, worft Foe. 
O reconcile them ! Kind Experience cries, 
*' There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs ; 
** The more our Joy, the more we know it Vain ; 
" And by Succefs are tutor'd to Defpair. 
Nor // it only thus, but muft be fo. 
Who knows not this, tho' Grey, is ftill a Child. 
Loofe then from Earth tiie Gr^p of fond Defi^e» 
Weigh Anchor, ^nd fome happier Clime explore* 

Art thou fo moorM thou canft not difengage. 
Nor give thy Thoughts a Ply to future Scenes ? 
Since, by Life\ pafling Breath, blown up from Earth, J 

Light, as the Summer's Duft, we take in Air ■ 

A Moment's giddy Flight, and fall again 5 
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Join the dull Mafs, increafe the trodden Soil, 

And fleep till Earth herfclf (hall be no more ; 

Since ^ben {as Emmets, their fmall World o*crthrowft\ 

We, fore-amaz'd, from out Earth's Ruins crawl. 

And rife to Fate extreme of Foul or Fair, 

As Man's own Choice, (Contronler of the Skies I) 

As Man's defpotic Will, perhaps ont Hour, 

<0 how Omnipotent is Time I) decrees ; 

Should not each Warning give a ftrong Alarm ? 

Warning, far lefs than that of Bofom torn 

Profti Bofom, bleedine o'er the facred Dead f 

Should not each Dial mike us as we pafs. 

Portentous, as the nurittin Wall^ which ftnick. 

O'er midnight Bowls, the proud AJfyrian pale, 

Ere-while high-flufht with Infolence and Wine ? 

Like nat^ the Dial fpeaks ; and points to theej^ 

Lorenzo f loth to break the Banquet up. 

*« O Man, thy Kingdom is departing from thee ; 

** And, while it lafts, is emptier than my Shade.** 

Its filent Language fuch : nor need'^ft thou call 

Thy Magi^to decypher what it means. 

Know, like the Median^ Fate is in thy Walls : 

Doflaflc, Iknv? Whence? Bf/JhaxKarAike, ama^'dj 

Man^ Make indofes the fure Seeds of Death ; 

Li/e feeds the Murderer : Ingrate f he thrives 

On her t)wn Meal, and then his Norfe devours. 

But, here, Lorenzo, the Delufian lies; 
That Solar Shadonv, as it meafures Life, 
It Life refembles too : Life fpeeds away 
From Point to Point, tho' feeming to (land fBlL 
The cunning Fugitive is fwift by Health : 
Too fubtle is the Movement to be feen ; 
Yet foon Man's Hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our Danger ; Gnomons, Time : 
As the/e are ufelefs when the Sun is fet ; 
So tbo/e, but when more glorious Rea/on fhines. 
Rea/on (hould judge in all 5 in Reafon's Eye, 
That Sedentary Shadow travels hard. 
But fuch our Gravitation to the Wrong, 
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So prone our Hearts to whifper what we wiih, 
*Tis later with the Wife, than he's aware ; 
A JVilmington goes flower than the San -; 
And all Mankind miftake their Time of Day ; 
Ev'n Age itfelf. Frcfli Hopes are hoarly fown 
In furrow'd Brows. So gentle Life's Defcent, 
We fliut our Eyes, and think it is a Plain. 
We take fair Days in Winter, for the Sprine ; 
And turn our Bleflings into Bane. Since on 
Man muft compute that Age He cannot y^/» 
He fcarce beUcves He's older for his Years. 
Thus, at Life's lateft Eve, we keep in Store 
One Difappointment fure, to crown the Reft ; 
The Difappointment of a promis'd Hour. 

On This^ or Similar, Philander ! Thou 
Whofe Mind was Moral, as the Preacher's Tongae ; 
And flrong, to Wield all Science, worth the Name \ 
Jiow often we talk'd down the Summer's Sun, 
And cool'd our Paffions by the breezy Stream I 
How often thaw'd, and fhorten'd Winter's Eve» 
By Conilifl kind, that ftruck out latent Truth, 
Bell found, fo fought ; to the Reclufe more Coy t 
Thoughts difentangle paffing o'er the Lip ; 
Clean runs the Thread ; if not,, 'tis thrown away^ 
Or kept to tie up Nonfenfe for a Song ; 
Song, faf^ionably fruitlefs ! fuch as &ins 
The Fancy J and unhallow'd Paffion fires 2 
Chiming her Saints to Cyibena'a Fane. 

Know'ft thou, Lorenzo ! what a Friend contains f 
As Sees mixt Ne^ar draw from fragrant Flow'rs, 
So Men from FRIENDSHIP, Wifdom and D$ligbi i 
Twins ty'd by Nature, if they |»rt, they die. 
Haft thou no Friend to fet thy Mind abroach ? 
Good Senfi will ftagnate. Thoughts fliut up, want Aift 
And fpoil, like Bales unopen'd to the Sun. 
Had Thought been All, fweet Speech had been deny'd ; 
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Thought in the Mine, may come forth Gold or Drofs ; 
When coin'd in Word, we know its real Worth. 
If Berlin g, ftore it for thy future Ufc ; 
'Twill buy thee Benefit ; perhaps, Renown. 
Thought, too, delivered, is the more pofTeft ; 
Teaching, we learn ; and, giving, we retain 
The Births of Intcllcd ; when dumb, forgot. 
Spiech ventilates our Intelledlual Fire ; 
Speech burniihes our Mental Magazine ; 
Brightens, for Ornament ; and whets, for Ufc. 
What Numbers, (heathM in Erudition, lie, 
Plung'd to the Hilts in venerable Tbmes^ 
And rufled in ; who might have borne an Edge, 
And play'd a fprightly Beam, if born to Speech ; 
If born bleft Heirs of half their Mother's Tongue f 
'Tis Thought's Exchange, which, like th' alternate Pufb 
Of Waves conflidling, breaks the learned Scum, 
And defecates the Students (landing Pool. 

In Contemplation is his proud Refource ? 
*Tis poor, as proud, by Con<verfe unfuftain'd. 
Rude Thought runs wild in Contemplation^ Field i 
Conwerfe^ ^^ Menage, breaks it to the Bit 
Of due Reftraint ; and Emulation*^ Spur 
Gives graceful Energy, by Rivals aw'd, 
'Tis Converfe qualifies for Solitude; 
AsExercife, for falutary Reft. 
By That untutor'd. Contemplation raves 
A Lunar Prince, or fami(h'd Beggar dies ; 
And Nature's Fool, by Wifdom\ is outdone. 

Wifdomj tho' richer than Peruvian Mines, 
And fweeter than the fweet Ambrofial Hive, 
What is (he, but the Means of Happinefs ? 
^bat unobtain'd, than Folly more a Fool ; 
A melancholy Fool, without her Bells. 
FrienJJhip the Means, and Friendfhip richly gives 
The precious End, which makes our Wifdom wife. 
Nature^ in Zeal for human Amity, 
Denies, or damps an undivided Joy. 

Joy 
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Joy 19 an Import ; Joy is an Exchange ; 

Joy flies Monopolifts : It calls for Two ; 

Rich Frait I hcav'n-plantcd ! never pluckt by Onil 

Needful Aoxiliars are our Friends, to give 

To /octal Man true Reliih of himfelf. 

Full on ourfelves defcending in a Line 

Pleajure^s bright Beam, is feeble in Delight ; 

Delight intenfe, is taken by Rebound ; 

Reverberated Pleafures £re the Breaft. 

Celeflial Hafpinefi, whene'er ihe ftoops 
To vi/it Earth, One Shrine the Goddefs finds. 
And One alone, to make her fweet Amends 
For abfent Heav'n — the Bofom of a Friend ; 
Where Heart meets Heart, reciprocally foft. 
Each other's Pillow to Repofe divine. 
Beware the Counterfeit : In ?aJpoiC% Flame 
Hearts melt ; but melt like Ice, fbon harder froze; 
True Love ftrikes Root in Reafon ; Paffion's Foe s 
Virtue alone entenders us for Life : 
I wrong her much— entenders us for ever. 
Of Friendjhiph faireft Fruits, the Frui^ mod fair 
Is Virtue kindling at a Rival Fire,^ t 
And, emuloujly^ rapid in her Race. 
O the foft Enmity ! Endearing Strife ! 
This carries Friendlhip to her noon-tide Point, 
And gives the Rivet of Eternity. 

From Friendjhif^ which outlives my former Themes, 
Glorious Survivor of old 7/W, and Death ! 
From Friendlhip, thus, that Flow'r of Heav'nly Seed, 
The Wife extrad Earth's moft Hyhlean Blifs, 
Superior Wifdom, crown'd with fmiling Joy ; 
For Joy, from Friendfhip bom, abounds in SmileSt 
O fiore it in the Soul's moft golden Cell f 

But for whom blolToms this Elyfian Flower ; 
Abroad They find, who cherifh it, at Home. 
Lorenzo ! pardon what my Love extorts. 
An honeft Love^ and not afraid to frown. 

C s Tlf 
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Tho' Choice of Follies fallen on the Great, 

None clings more obfHnate, than Fancy fond. 

That facrcd Fricndfliip is their cafy Prejr ; 

Caught by the Wafture of a Golden Lure i 

Or Fafcination of a high-born Smile, 

Their Smiles, the Great, and the Coquet ^ throw out 

For Others Hearts, tenacious of their Own ; 

And we no lefs of ours, viYitnfucb the Bait. 

Ye Fortune's Cofferers I Ye Pow'rs of Wealth ! 

You do your Rent-rolls moft felonious Wrong, 

By taking our Attachment to Yourfehves* *- 

Can Gold gain Friendfhip ? Impudence of Hope t 

As well mere Man an Angel might beget. 

Love, and Love only, is the Loan for Love. 

Lorenzo ! Pride r^prefs ; nor hope to find 

A Friend, but what has found a Friend in Thee. 

All like the Purchafe ; few the Price will pay ; 

And thi> makes Friends fuch Miracles below. 

What if (fince Daring on fo nice a Theme) 
I (hew thee Friendfhip Delicate, as Dear» 
Of tender Violations apt to die ? 
Refer've will wound it ; and Difirufi^ deftroy * 
Deliberate on all things with thy Friend : 
But fince Friends grow not thick on ev'ry Bough, 
Nor ev'ry Friend unrotten at the Core ; 
Firfl, on thy Friend, deliberate with Thyfelf ; 
Paufe, ponder, fift ; not Eager in the Choice, 
Nor Jealous of the Chofen ; Fixing, Fix ; 
Judge before Friendfhip, then confide till Death. 
Well, for thy Friend j but Nobler far for Thee j 
How Gallant Danger for Earth's Highcft Prize I 
A Friend is .worth all Hazard wc can run. 
** Poor is the Friendlefs Mafler of a World : 
V A World in Purchafe for a Friend is Gain.** 

So fung He (Angels hear that Angclifing f 
Angels from Friendfhip gather Half thfeir Joy) 
So long Philander, as his Friend went round 
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In the rich Ichor y in the gen*rous Blood 

Of Bacchus, purple God of joyous Wit, 

A Brow folutc, and ever-laughing Eye. 

He drank long Health, and Virtue, to his Friend; 

His Friend, who warm'd him more, who more infpir'd, 

Triendfiip^^ the Wine of Life ; but Friendihip ntw 

(Not fuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 

O ! for the bright Complexion, cordial Warmth, 

And elevating Spirit, of a Friend, 

For twenty Summers ripening by my Side ; 

All Feculence of Falfliood long thrown down i 

All focial Virtues rifing in his Soul ; 

As Cryftal clear ; and Sniling, as they rife ! 

Here Nedtar flows ; it fparkles in our Sight ; 

Rich to the Tafte, and genuine from the Heart. 

High-flavour'd Blifs for Gods ! on Earth how rare I 

On Earth how loft I — Philander is no more. 

Think'ft thou the Theme intoxicates my Song ^ 
Am I too warm ? — ^Too warm I cannot be. 
I lov'd him much ; but now I love him more, 
like Birds,4whofe Beauties languiih, half concealM^ 
Till, mounted on the Wing, their glofly Plumes 
Expanded fhine with Azure, Green, and Gold ; 
How Bleflings brighten as they take their Flight \ 
His Flight Philander took ; his Upward Flight, 
If ever Soul afcended. Had he dropt, 
(That Eagle Genius !) O had he let fall 
One Feather as he flew ; I, then, had wrote. 
What Friends might flatter ; prudent Foes forbear i 
Rivals fcarce damn ; and Zo I Lus reprieve. 
Yet what I can, I muft : It were profane 
To quench a Glory lighted at the Skies, 
And caft in Shadows his illuftrious Clofe. 
Strange ! the Theme moft afFe^ng, mofl fublime^ 
Momentous moft to Man, fliould fleep unfung ! 
And yet it fleeps, by Genius unawakM, 
Painim or Chriftian ; to the Blufli of Wit. 
Man's higheft Triumph ! Man's profoundeft Fall I 
: . C 6 TI» 
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The Deatb^hed of the Juft f is yet undrawn 
By mortal Hand : It merits a Divine : 
Angels ihould paint it» Angels ever There i 
There,, on a Poll of Honour, and of Joy. 

Dare I prefume, then ? But Philander bids i 
And Glory tempts, and Inclination call s 
Yet am I fbuck ; as ftruck the Soul, beneath 
Aereal Groves impenetrable Gloom ; 
Or, in fome mighty Rmn*s folemn Shade ; 
Or, gazing by pale Lamps on bigb-bom Dt^fi^ 
In Vaults ; thin Courts of poor Unflatterd Kings F 
Or, at the Midnight Altar*^ hallow*d Flame. 
It is Religion to proceed : I pauf e 
And, enter, aw'd the Temple of my Theme. 
Is it his Death -bed ? No ; It is his Shrine ; 
Behold him, there, juft riiing to a God. 

The Chamber where the Good Man meets his Fate; 
Is privileg'd beyond the common Walk 
Of <virtuQus Life, quite in the Verge of Heav'n. 
FIy» ye Profane ! If not, draw near with Awe, 
' Receive the Blefling, and adore the Chance, 
That threw in this Betbefda your Difeafe ; 
If uiireftor'd by This, defpair your Cure* 
For, Here^ refiftlefs Demonftration dwells » 
A Deathbed's a Detedlor of the Heart. 
Here tir'd DiJJtmulation drops her Mafque, 
Thro' Life's Grimace, that Miftrefs of the Scene ! 
Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 
You fee the Man ; you fee his Hold on Heav'n ; 
If found his Virtue ; as Philander's, found. 
Heav'n waits not the laft Moment ; owns her Friends 
On this Side Death ; and points them out to Men, * 
A Le£hire, filent, but of fov'reign Pow'r f 
^I o Vice, Confufion ; and to Virtue, Peace* 



Whatever Farce the boaftful Hero plays, 
Firtiie alone has Majefty in Death » 
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And greater ftill, Ae more the Tyrant frowns. 

Philander ! he feverely frown'd on Thee. 

** No Warning giv'n ! Unceremonious Fate I 

** A fudden Rufh from Life's meridian Joys f 

** A Wrench from all we /ove ! from all we are ! 

** A reftlefs Bed of Pain 1 a Plmige opaque 

** Beyond Conjedure I Feeble Nature's Dread F 

** Strong Reafon^s Shudder at the dark Unknown! 

'* A Sun extinguilht I a juft opening Grave ! 

" And Oh! thelaft, laft; what? (can Words expi^efs? 

" Thought reach ?) thelaft, laft — S//^»f<? of a Friend!'* 

Where are thofe Horrors, that Amazement, where. 

This hideous Group of Ills, which ^at^^ fhock. 

Demand from Man ?— I thought him Man till n^w. 

Thro* Nature's Wreck, thro' vanquilht Agonies, 
(Like the Stars ftruggling thro* this Midnight Gloom) 
What Gleams of Joy ? what more thaa Human Peace ? 
Where, the frail Mortal ? the poor abjeft Worm ? 
No, not in Death, the Mortal to be found. 
His Condud is a Legacy for All. 
Richer than Mammon's for his fingle Heir. 
His Comforters He Comforts ; Great in Ruin, 
With unrelu£Unt Grandeur, giyes, not yields 
His Soul Sublime i and clofes with his Fate. 

How our Hearts burnt within us at the Scene f 
Whence, This brave Bound o'er Limits fixt to Man ? 
His God fuftains him in his final Hour ! 
His final Hour brings Glory to his God f 
Man's Glory Heav'n vouchfafes to call her own. 
We gaze ; we weep ; mixt Tears of Grief and Joy! 
Amazement ftrikes ! Devotion burfts to Flame ! 
Chripians Adore ! and Infidels Believe. 

As fome tall Tow'r, or lofty Mountain's Brow, 
Detains the Sun, Illuftrious from its Height ; 
While rifing Vapours, and defcending Shades, 
With Damply and Darknefs, drown the fpacious Vale: ^' 

Undaipp^ 
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Undampt by Doubt, Undarken'd by Defpair, 
Philander, thus, auguflly rears his Head, 
At that Black Hoar, which gen*ral Horror ikeds 
On the low Level of th' Inglorious Throng : 
Sweet Peaci, and Heav'nly Hope, and humble Joy, 
Divinely beam on his exalted Soul ; 
Deflrudtion gild, and crown him for the Skies, 
With iacommunicable Luflre» Bright. 
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COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT the THIRD. 




ROM Dreams^ where Thought in Fanc/^s 

Maze runs mad. 
To Reafon, that Heav'n-lighted Lamp hi 

Man, 
Once more I wake ; and at the deltin'd Hoar, 
Pundiual as Lovers to the Moment fwom, 
I keep my Affignation with my Woe. 

O \ Loft to Virtue, Loft to manly Thought, 
Loft to the noble Sallies of the Soulf 
Who think it Solitude, to be Alone. 
Communion fweet! Communion large, and high! 
Our Reafon^ Guardian Angela and our God! 
Then neareft Thefe, when Others moft remote ; 
And All, ere long, ihall be remote, but Thefe. 
How dreadful, 72«7, to meet them all alone, 
A Stranger ! Unacknowleg'd ! Unapproved ! 
Now woo them ;wed them ; bind them to thy Breafti 
To win thy Wifli, Creation has no more. 

Or if we wi(h a Fourth^ it is a Friend 

But Friends, how mortal I Dang'rous the Defire, 

Taki^ 
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Inebriate at fair Fortune's Fountain-head; 

And reeling thro' the VVildcrncfs of Joy; 

Where Sep/f runs favage, broke from Reafon^ Chain, 

And fmgs falfc Peace, till fmother'd by the Pall. 

My Fortune is unlike; unlike my Song j 

Unlike the Deity my Song invokes. 

I \6 Day's foft-ey^ Siffer pay my Court, * 

(Endymion's Rival !) and her Aid implore; 

Now Hril implor'd in fuccour to the Mufe. 

Thou, who didft lately borrow * Cynthia's Fonn» 
And modeftly forego thine Own I O Thou, 
Who d dft thyfelf, at midnight Hours infpire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia Patronefs of Song ? 
As Thou her Crefcent^ (he thy Character 
AiTumes; iUll more a Goddefs by the Change* 

Are there demurring Wits, who dare depute ;. 
This Revolution in the World in/fir' df 
Ye Train Pierian! to the Lunar Sphere, 
In iilent Hour, addrefs your ardent Call 
vFor Aid immortal ; lefs her Brother's Right. 
She, with the Sj^eres harmonious, ni^tly leads 
. The mazy Dance, and bears their matchleis StFain« 
A Strain for Gods ! deny'd to mortal Ear. 
Tranfmit it heard. Thou Silver Queen of Heaven! 
Whit Title, or what Name endears thee moft ? 
Cynthia I CyllenbI Phoebe!!— or doft hear 

With higher Gufl, fair P d of the Skies ? 

Is that the foft Ihchantment calls thee down. 

More pow'rful than of old Circean Charm ? 

Come 5 but from Heav'nly Banquets with thee bring 

The Soul of Song; and whifper in mine Ear 

The Theft divine ; or in propitious Dreams 

(For Dreams are Thine) transfufe it thro' the Breaft 

Of thy firft Votary But not thy laft ; 

If, like thy Namefake, Thotkart ever kind. 



And 
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And kind Thou wilt be ; Kind on fuch a Theme ^ 
A Theme fo like thee, a quite Lunar Theme, 
Soft, modefl, mel^|K:hoIy, female, fair! 
A Theme that rofe afi-pale, and told my Soul, 
*Twas Night; on her fond Hopes perpetual Night j 
A Night which ftruck a Damp, a deadlier Damp, 
Than that which fmote me from Philandir's Tomb. 
Narcissa follows, ere his Tomb is clos'd. 
Woes clufter; rare axc/olitary Woes ; 
They love a Train, they tread each other's Heel ; 
Her Death invades. His mournful Right, and daime 
The Grief that ftarted from my Lids for Him : 
Seizes the faithlefs, alienated Tear, 
Or fliares it, ere it falls. So frequent Death, 
Sorrow, He more than caufes, He confounds ; 
For human Sighs his rival Strokes contend^ 
And make Diftrefs, Diftradion. Oh PHiLAHDBitt 
What was thy Fate ? A double Fate to roe ; 
Portent, and Pain! a Menace, and a Blowf 
Like the black Raven hov'ring o'er my PeacCj^ 
Not lefs a ?ird of Omen, than of Prey. 
It caird Narcissa long before her Hour; 
It caird her tender Soul, by Break of Blifs, 
From the firft BloiTom, from the Buds of Joy ; 
Thofe Few our noxious Fate unblafted leaves^ 
In this inclement Clime of human Life. 

Sweet Harmonift ! and Beautiful as fweet I 
And Young as beautiful ! and Soft as young I 
And Gay as foft ! and Innocent as gay ! 
And Happy (if ought Happy /:?erej as good \ 
For Fortune fond had built her Neft on high. 
Like Birds quite exquifite of Note and Plume, 
Transfixt by Fate (who loves a lofty Mark) 
How from the Summit of the Grove (he fell. 
And left it unharmonious ! All its Charm 
Extinguifht in the Wonders of her Song ! 
Her Song fUll vibrates in my ravifht Ear, 
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Still melting There, and with voluptuous Paia 
(O to forget her I) thrilling thro' my Heart ! 

Song, Beauty, Youth, Lov^, Virtue, Joy f this Group 
Of bright Ideas, Flow'rs of Paradife, 
As ytt unforfeitf in one Blaze we bind. 
Kneel, and prefent it to the Skies j as All 
We guefs of Heav'n : And thefe were all her own. 
And fhe was mine ; and I was — ivas moft blell, — 
Gay Title of the deepefi Mifery f 
As Bodies grow more ponderous, robb'd of Life ; 
Goo^ loft weighs more in Grief, than gain'd, in Joy. 
Like bloffom'd Trees overturn 'd by vernal Storm, 
Lovely in Death the beauteous Ruin lay ; 
And if in Death ftill lovely, lovelier There; 
Far lovelier I Pity fwclls the Tide of Love. 
And will not the Severe excufe a Sigh ? 
Scorn^ the proud Man that is alham*d to weep ; 
Our Tears indul^d indeed deferve Cfur Shame. 
Ye that e'er loft an Angel I pity mc. 

Soon as the Luftre languifht in her Eye, 
Dawning a dimmer Day on human Sight ; 
And on her Cheek, the Refidence of Spring, 
Pale Omen fat ; and fcattet'd Fears aronnd 
On all that faw (and who would ceafe to gaze. 
That once had feen?) with Hafte, parental Hafte, 
I flew, I fnatch'd her from the rigid North, 
Her native Bed, on which bleak Boreas blew. 
And bore her nearer to the Sun ; the Sun 
(As if the Sun could envy) checkt his Beam, 
JDeny'd his wonted Succour, nor with more 
Regret beheld h^r drooping, tiian the Bells 
Of Lilies \ Faireft Lilies not fo fair. 

Queen Lilies f and ye painted Populace ! 
Who dwell in Fields, and lead ambrofial Lives ; 
In morn and ev'ning Dew, your Beauties bathe. 
And drink the Sun ; which gives your Cheeks to glow. 
And out-blufti (mine excepted) evVy Fair ; ^ 

You 
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You gladlier grew, ambitious of her Hand, 
Which often cropt your Odours, Incenfe meet 
To Thought fo pure ; her flow'ry State of Mind 
In Joy unfal'n. Ye lovely Fugitives! 
Coaeval Race with Man I for Man you fmile ; 
Why not fmile at him too ? You (hare indeed 
His fudden Pafs ; but not his conflant Pain. 

So Man is made, nought miniflers Delight, 
But what his glowing Paffions can engage ; 
And glowing Paifions, bent on aught Below, 
Muft, foon or late, with Anguifli turn the Scale; 
And Anguilh, after Rapture, how fevere ! 
Rapture ? bold Man I who tempts the Wrath divine. 
By plucking Fruit deny'd to mortal Tafte, 
While Hcrry prefuming oh tlic Rights of Heaven. 
For Tranfport dofl Thou call on evVy Hour, 
Lorenzo ? At thy Friend's Expence be wife ; 
Lean not x)n Earth; 'twill pierce thee to the Heart; 
A broken Reed, at beft ; but, oft, a Spear ; 
On its fharp Point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires. 

Turn, hopelefs Thought! turn from Her: — Thought 
Refenting rallie?, and wakes ev'ry Woe. [repeli'd, 

Snatch'd ere thy Prime! and in thy bridal Hour ! 
And when kind Fortune, with thy Lover, fmil'd ! 
And when high-flavour'd thy frefh-op'ning Joys ! 
And when blind Man pronounc'd thy Blifs complete ! 
And on a Foreign Shore ; where Strangers wept ! 
Strangers to Thee, and, more furprifing ftill. 
Strangers to Kindnefs, wept : Their Eyes let fall 
Inhuman Tears ; ftrange Tears ; that trickled down 
From marble Hearts ! obdurate Tendernefs I 
A Tendernefs that call'd them more fevere ; 
In Spite of Nature's foft Perfuafion, fteePd ; 
While Nature melted, Superjfition rav'd ; 
7hat mburn'd the Dead ; and This deny'd a Grave. 

Their Sighs incenft; Sighs foreign to the Will \ 
Their WiU the Tyger fuckt, outrag'd the Storm. / 
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For Oh ! the curft Ungodlincfs of Zeal ! 
While Jtn/ul flijh relented, 5>/>/V nurft 
In blind InfaJlibilitfs Embrace, 
The Sainted Spirit petrify'd the Breaft ; 
Deny'd the Charity of Duft, to fpread 
O'er Duft ! a Charity their Dogs enjoy. 
What cou*d I do ? what Succour I what Rcfoarce ^ 
With pious Sacrilege, a Grave I ftole; 
With impious Piety, that Grave I wrong'd j 
Short in my Duty ; Coward in my Grief I 
More like her Murderer, than Friend, I crep^ 
With foft-fufpended Step ; and, mufHeddeep 
In midnight Darknefs, ivbifper'd my Laft Sigh. 
I ivkjfper^d what fhould echo thro' their Realms; 
Nor writ her Name, whofe Tomb (hou'd pierce the Skies. 
Prefumptuous Fear ! How durft I dread her Foes, 
While Nature's loj'left Dilates I obey d ? 
Pardon Neccffity, Bleft Shade ! Of Grief 
-^^ And Indignation rival Burfts I pour'd j 

Half-execration mingled with my Prayer ; 
. ^slindled at Man, while I his God ador'd ; 
Sore-grudg'd the Savage Land her Sacred Duft ; 
Stampt the curft Soil; and with Humanity 
(Deny'd Narcissa) wiftit them All a Grave. 

Glows my Refentmcnt into Guilt ! What Guilt 
Can equal Violations of the Der.d ? 
The Pead how Sacred ! Sacred is the Duft 
Of this Heav'n-labour'd Form, ereft, divine ! 
This Heav'n-affum'd majeftic Robe of Earth, 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaft Expanfe 
With Azure bright, and cloath'd the Sun in Gold. 
When ev'ry Paflion fleeps that can offend ; 
When ftrikes us cv'ry Motive that can melt ; 
^ When Man can reek his Rancour uncontroul'd, 

\ That ftrongeft Curb on Infult and Ill-will'; 

7hen^ Spleen to Duft ? the Duft of Innocence ? 
: An Angel's Duft ! ——This Lucifer tranfcends ; 

V WJicn He contended for the Patriarch's Bones, 
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Twas not the Strife of Malice, but of Pride ; 
The Strife of Pontiff Pride, not Pontiff Gall. 

Far lefs than This is (hocking in a Race 
Mofl wretched, but from Streams of mutual Love ; 
And uncreated, but for Love Divine ; 
And but for Love Divine, this Moment, loft. 
By Fate.reforb'd, and funk in endlefs Night. 
Man hard of Heart to Man ! Of horrid things 
Moft horrid ! Mid ftupendous, highly ftrange I 
Yet oft hifi Courtefies are fmoother Wrongs; - 
Pride brandi(hes the Favours He confers. 
And contumelious his Humanity : 
What then his Vengeance? Hear it not, ye Stars? 
And thou, pale Moon I turn paler at the Sound ; 
Man is to Man the foreft, fureft III. 
A previous Blaft foretells the rifmg Storm ; 
O'erwhelming Turrets threaten ere they fall ; 
Volcano's beUow ere they difembogue; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning Jaws devour; 
And Smoke betrays the wide-confuming Fire : 
Ruin from Man is moft.conceard when near. 
And fends the dreadful Tidings in the Blow. 
Is this the Flight of Fancy ? Would it were ! 
Heav'n's Sovereign faves all Beings but Himfelf, 
That hideous Sight, a naked human Heart. 

Fir'd is the Mufe ? And let the Mufe be fir'd : 
Who not inflam'd, when what He fpeaks, he feels, 
Ani in the Nerve moft tender, in his Friends ? 
Shame to Mankind ! Philander had his Foes; 
He felt the Truths I fing, and I in Him. 
But he, nor T, feel more : Paft lUs, Narcissa I 
Are funk in Thee, Thou recent Wound of Heart! 
Which bleeds with other Cares, with other Pangs; 
Pangs numerous, as the num'rous Ills that fwarm'd 
O'er thy diftmguiftit Fate, and, cluft'ring There 
Thick as the Locuft on the Land of Nile, ^ 

Made Death more deadly, and more dark the Gw 
Reflea (if not forgot my touching Tale) *^ :^ 
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How was each Circumftance with Afpics arm'd ? 
An Afpic, Each ; and All, an Hydra-Woe. 
What ftrong Herculean Virtue could fuffice ?— • 
Or is it Virtue to be conquered Here ? 
This hoary Cheek a Train of Tears bedews; 
And each Tear mourns its own dilHndl Diftrefs ; 
And each Diftrefs, diftindlly mourn'd, demands 
Of Grief ftill more, as heightened by the Whole. 
A Grief like this Proprietors excludes: 
Not Friends alone fuch Obfequies deplore ; 
They make Mankind the Mourner ; carry Sighs 
Far as the fatal Fame can wing her Way, 
And turn the gayeft Thought of gayefl Age, 
Down their right Chanel, thro' the Vale of Death. 

The Vale of Death I That hufht Cmmerian Vale, 
Where Darknefs^ brooding o'er unfinifht Fates, 
With Raven Wing incumbent, waits the Day 
(Dread Day I) that interdidls all future Change. 
That Subterranean World, that Land of Ruin! 
Fit Walk, Lorenzo, for proud human Thought ! 
There let my Thought expatiate ; and explore 
Balfamic Truths, and healing Sentiments, 
Of all mofl wanted, and moft welcome. Here, 
For gay Lorenzo's fake, and for thy own. 
My Soul ! " The Fruits of Dying Friends furvey ; 
" Expofe the Vain of Life; weigh Life and Death: 
" Give Death his Eulogy ; Thy Fear fubducd ; 
" And labour that Firll Palm of noble Minds, 
«' A manly Scorn of Terror from the Tomb." 

This H^rveft reap from thy Narcissa's Grave. 
As Poets feign'd from Ajax' dreaming Blood 
Arofe, with Grief infcrib'd, a mournful Flow'r ; 
Let Wifdom bloflbm from my mortal Wound. 
And/r/?, of Dying Friends ; what Fruit from Thefe? 
It brings us more than Triple Aid ; an Aid 
To chafe our Thoughtfulnefs^ Fear, Pride,- and Guilt. 

I. Oar' 
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Our dying Friends come o*cr us like a Cloud, 
To damp our brainlcfs Ardors ; and abate 
That Glare of Life, which often blinds the Wife. 
Our dying Friends are Pioneers, to fmooth 
Our rugged Pafs to Deatii ; to break thofe Bars 
Of Terror, and Abhorrence, Nature throws 
Crofs our obftruded Way ; and, thus, to make 
Welcome, as fafc, our Port from ev ry Storm. 
Each Friend by Fate fnatch'd from us, is a Plume 
Plockt from the Wing of human Vanity, 
Which makes us (loop from our aereal Heights, 
And, dampt with Omen of our own Deceafe, 
On drooping Pinions of Ambition lower'd. 
Jail fkim Earth's Surface, ere we break it up. 
O'er putrid Pride to fcratch a little Duft, 
And fave the World a Nuifance. Smitten Friends 
Are Angels fent on Errands full of Love ; 
For us they languifh, and for us they die : 
And (hall they languilh, (hall they die in vain ? 
Ungrateful, (hall we grieve their hov'ring Shades, 
Which wait the Revwution in our Hearts ? 
Shall we difdain their filent, foft Addrefs i 
Their pofthumous Advice, and pious Prayer ? 
Senfelcfs, as Herds that graze their hallow'd Graves, 
Tread under-foot their Agonies and Groans ; 
Frullrate their Angui(h, and deftroy their Deaths ? 

LoRiNzo f no ; the Thought of Death indulge ; 
Give it its wholfome Empire; lee it reign. 
That kind Chaflifer of the Soul to Joy f 
Its Reign will fpread thy glorious Conqueds far. 
And dill the Tuinults of thy ru(Hed Bread : 
Aufpicious ^ra ! Golden Days, begin ! 
The Thought of Death, (hall, like a God, infpire. 
And why not think on Death ? Is Life the Theme 
Of ev'ry Thought ? and Wi(h of evVy Hour > 
And Song of ev'ry Joy ? Surprifing Truth I 
The beaten Spaniel's Fondnefs not (b drange. 
To wave the num'rous I//s that feize on L& 
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As their own Property, their lawful Prey ; 

Ere Man ha3 m^ajCurM half his weary Stage, 

His Luxuries have left him no Reserve, 

No maiden. Relifhes, onbroacht Delights ; 

On cold-ferv'd Repetitions He fubfiffs. 

And in the taftelefs Prefint chews the Pafi i 

Difgufted chews, and fcarce can fwallow down. 

like laviih Anceilors, his earlier Years 

Have diiinherited his future Hours^ 

Which fl^rve ^n Orts> and glean their former Field. 

Live eyer Here, Lorenzo ! — Shocking Thought F 
So fhocking, they who wiih, difown it too ; 
Difown from Shame, what they from Folly crave. 
Live ever in the Womb, nor fee the Light ? 
For what live ever Here ?— With labouring Step 
To tread our former Footfteps ? Pace the Round 
Eternal ? To climb daily Life's worn Wheel, 
Which draws up nothing new ? To bear, and beat. 
The beaten Track ? To bid each wretched Day 
The former mock ,? To furfeit on the Samey 
And yawn our Joys ? or thank a Mifery 
For Change, tho' fad ? To fee what we have ^en ? 
Hear, till Unheard, the fame old flabber'd Tale ? • 
To taile the tailed, and at each Return 
Lefs taileful? O'er our Palates to decant 
Another Vinuge ? ftrain a flatter Year, 
Thro' loaded Veffels, and a laxcr Tone ? 
Cra:$y Machines to grind Earth's wafted Fruits ! 
ill-ground, and worfe concofted I Load, not Life ? 
The Rational foul Kennels of Excefs ? 
Still-ftreaming Thorough fairs of dull Debauch ! 
Trembling each Gulp, left Death fliould fnatch the Boil 

Suirh of our Fine ones is the Wi(h refin'd I 
So would they have it ; Elegant Defire f 
Why not invite the b^lowing Stalls, and Wilds ? 
Eut luch Examples might their Riot awe. 
Through Want of Virtue, that is. Want of Tbongjit, 
^1 ho' on bright Thought they father all their Flights) 
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To what arc they reduc'd ? To love, and hate> 
The fame vain World ; To cenfure, and efpoufe. 
This painted Shrew of Life, who calls them Fool 
Each Moment of each Day ; To flatter Bad 
Thro' Dread of Worfe j To cling to this rude Rock^ 
Barren, to tbem^ of Good, wid fharp with Ills, 
And honrly blacken^ with impending Storms, 

And infamous for Wrecks of human Hope 

ScarM at the gloomy Gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such are their Triumphs ! fuch their Pangs of Joy ! 

'Tis Time, high Time, to fliift this difraal Scene. 
This hugg'd, this hideous State, what Art can cure ? 
One only ; but that One, what All may reach ; 
Virtue — She, wonder-working Goddefs ! charms 
That Rock to bloom ; and tames the painted Shrenju i 
And what will more furprife, Lorenzo ! gives 
To Life's fick, naufeous Iteration^ Change j 
And flraitcns Nature's Circle to a Line. 
Believ'il Thou This, Lorenzo? Lend an Ear, 
A patient Ear, Thou'lt bluih to difbelieve. 

A languid, kaden Iteration reigns. 
And ever muft, o'er Thofc, whofe Joys are Joys 
Of Sight; Smell, Tafte : The Cuckow-feafons fing 
The fame dull Note to fuch as nothing prize. 
But what thofe Seafons, from the teeming Earth, 
To doating Setife indulge. But nobler Minds, 
Which reiilh Fruits unripen'd by the Sun^ 
Make their Days various | .various as the Dyes 
On the Dove's Neck, which wanton in his Rays. 
On Minds of Dove-like Innocence pofTeft, 
On light'ned Minds, that ba(k in Virtue's Beams, 
Nothing hstngs tedious, nothing old revolves 
In Thaty for which they long ; for which they live. 
Their glorious Efforts, wing'd with Heav'nly Hope, 
Each rifmg Morning fees ftill higher rife ; 
Each bounteous Dawn its Novelty prefents 
To Worth maturing, new Strength, Luflre, Fame ; 
While Nature's Circle, like a Chariot-whcd 
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Rolling beneath their elevated Aims, 
Makes their fair Profped fairer tv''ry Hour ; 
Advancing Virtucy in a Line to Blifs ; 
Virtue^ which Chriftian Motives beft infpire ! 
And Blifsy which Chriftian Schemes alone enfure ! 

And (hall we then, for Virtue's Sake, commence 
Ap'oftates ? and turn Infidels for Joy ? 
A Truth it is, Few doubt, but Fewer truft, 
** He fins againft this Life, who flights the next.^'' 
What is this Life ? How Few their Fav'rite know ? 
Fond in the Dark, and blind in our Embrace, 
By paffionately loving Life, we make ^ 
Lov'd Life unlovely ; hugging her to Death. 
We give to Time Eternity *s Regard ; 
And, dreaming, take cur PafTage for our Port. 
Life has no Value as an End, but Means ; 
An End deplorable ! a Means divine f 
When 'tis our All, 'tis Nothing j worfe than Nought; 
A Neft of Pains ; when held as Nothing, .Much; 
Like forae fair Hum'rifts, Life is moft enjoy'd. 
When courted leaft ; moll worth, when dilefteem'd ; 
Then 'tis the Seat of Comfort, rich in Peace ; 
In Profpcd, richer far ; Important ! Awful ! 
Not to be mentioned but with Shouts of Praife I 
Not to be thought on, but with Tides of Joy I 
The mighty Bafis of eternal Blifs I 

Where now the barren Rock ? the painted Shrenjo F 
Where now, Lorenzo! Life's eterna/ Round? 
Have I not made my triple Promife good ? 
Vain is the World ; but only to the Vain. 
To what compare we then this varying Scene, 
Whofe Worth ambiguous rifes, and declines ? 
Waxes, and wanes ? (In all propitious, Ni^ht 
Afiifts me Here) Compare it to the Moon ; 
Dark in herfelf, and indigent ; but rich 
lii borrowed Luftre from a higher Sphere , 
Wlien grofs Guilt iiUerpofes, LabVing Earth, 
C'erfliadow'dj mourns »■ deep Eclipfe of Joy ; 

Her 
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Her Joys, at brighteft, pallid, to that Font 
Of full effulgent Glory, whence they flow. 

Nor is that Glory diftant : Oh Lorenzo ! 
A good Man, and an Angel I Thefe between 
How thin the Barrier ? What divides their Fate ? 
Perhaps a Moment ; or perhaps a Year j 
Or, if an Age, it is a Moment ftiU ; 
A Moment, or Eternity's forgot. 
Then be, what once they were, who now are Gods ; 
Be what Philander was, and claim the Skies. 
Starts timid Nature at the gloomy Pafs ? 
The foft Tranfition call it ; and be chear'd : 
SucWt is often, and why not to Thee ? 
To hope the Beft is pions, brave, and wife ; 
And may itfelf procure, what it prefumes. 
Life is much flattered. Death is much traducM ; 
Compare the Rivals, and the Kinder crown. 
" Strangi Compsti^on / '' — True, Lorbnzo I Strange! 
So Littk Li/i atn caft into the Scale. 

Lift xnidces the Soul dependent on the DuA ; 
Dintb gives her Wings to mount above the Spheres. 
Thfo* Chinks, ftyl*d Organs, dim Life oceps at Light i 
DiiUh borfb th*involving Cloud, and all is Day ; 
AllSye, all Ear, the difembody'd Power. 
Diatb has feign'd Evils, Nature fhall not feel ; 
U/e, Ills fubftantial, Wifdom cannot ihun. 
Is not the mighty A//W, that Son of Heaven ! 
By Tyrant Life dethroned, imprifon'd, pain'd } 
By Death inlarg'd, ennobled, deify'd ? 
Death but intombs the Body ; Life the Soul. 

** Is Death then guiltlefs ? How he marks his Way 
** With dreadful Wafte of what deferves to fhine ! 
'* Art, Genius, Fortune, elevated Power I 
«* With various Luftres ^hefe light up the World, 
" Which Z)^tf//S> puts out, and darkens human Race.'* 
I grant, Lorenzo ! this Indiftment juft : 
The Sagfe, Peer, Potentate, King, Conqueror ! 

D 3 Death 
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Death humbles Thefc ; more barbVous Lifiy theMvir^ 
Life is the Triumph of our mouldVijig Clay ; 
Death, of the Spirit infinite ! divine f 
Dtatb has no Dread, but what frail Life imparts ; 
Nor Life true Joy» but what kind Death improves. 
l^o Blifs has Life to boaft, till Death can give 
Par greater ; ///>*« a Debtor to the Grave, 
Dark Lattice ! letting in eternal Day. 

Lou EN £0 ! blufli at Fondnefs for a Life^ 
Which fends celeftial Souls on Ercands vile. 
To cater for the Senfc ; and ierve at Boards^ 
Where ev'ry Ranger of the Wilds, perhaps 
Each Reptile, juftly claims our upper HaiuL • 

Luxurious FeaA f a Soul, a Soul immortal^ 
In all the Dainties of a Bcute bemirM I 
Lorenzo ! bldh at Terror for a D^athy 
Which gives thee to rcpofe ki feftive Bowers^ 
Whe»e Nectars fparkk. Angels minifler. 
And more than Angek (hare, and raifie, and cronnv 
And eternize, the Birth, Bloom, Burfts of Blifs. 
What need I more ? O Death, the Palm is tlunc. 

Then welcome. Death ! thy dreaded Hafbkigeif,. 
Jge^ and Difeafe ; Difeafe, tho' long my Gueft ; 
7'hat plucks my Nerves, thofe tender Strings of Life > 
Which, pluckt a little more, wiH toll the Ml, 
That calls my few Friends to my Funeral ; 
Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a Tear» 
While Reafon and Religion, better taught. 
Congratulate the Dead, and crown his Tomb 
With Wreath triumphant. Death is Vi^ory i 
It binds in Chains the raging Ills of Life : 
Lttft and Ambition, Wrath and Avarice^ 
DraggM at his Chariot-wheel, applaud his Powen^ 
That Ills corrofive. Cares importunate. 
Are not Immortal too, O Death ! is Thine. 
Our Day of Diffdution ! — Name it right ; 
*Tis our ^eat Pay-day ; 'tis our Harveft, rich 
And ripe : What tho' tbt Sickle, fometimcs keen. 

Jut 
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Jaft fears us, as we reap the golden Grain ? 

More than thy Balm, O Gi/eaii ! heals the Wound. 

Birth'^i feeble Cry, and Deaths deep difmal Groan, 

Are flender Tributes low-taxt Nature pays 

For mighty Gain : The Gain of each, a Life ! 

But O J the lail the former fo tranfcends. 

Life dies, compar d j Life lives beyond the Grave. 

And feel I, Death ! no Joy from Thought of Thee ? 
Deathy the great Counfellor, who Man infpires 
With ev'ry nobler Thought, and fairer Deed \ 
Deathy the Deliverer, who refcues Man ! 
Deathy the Rewarder, who the Refcu'd crowns f 
DeatJ^ that abfolves my Birth ; a Curfe without it 1 
Rich Deaths that realizes all my Cares, 
Toils, Virtues, Hopes ; without it, a Chimera ! 
Deathy of all Pain the Period, not of Joy ; 
Joy's Sourcey and Suhje^y ftill fubfift unhurt ; 
One, in my Soul ; and One, in her great Sire t 
The' the four Winds were warring for my Duft. 
Yes, and from Winds, and Waves, and central Nighty 
The' prifonM there, my Duft too I reclaim, 
(To Duft when drop proud Nature's proudeft Sphcrest 
And live in tire. Death is the Crown of Life : 
Was Death deny'd, poor Man would live in rain ; 
Was Death deny'd, to live would not be Life ; 
Was Death deny'd, cv'n Fools would wifli to die. 
Death wounds to cure : We fall ; we rife ; we reign t 
Spring from our Fetters ; faften in the Skios ; 
Where blooming Eden withers in our Sight : 
Death gives us more than was in tden loft. 
This King of Terrors is the Prince of Peace. 
When fhall I die to Vanity, Pain, Death ? 
When fhaU I die ?— When fliaU I live for ever f 
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NIGHT THE FOURTH. 

THE 

Chriftian TRIUMPH 

CONTAINING 

Our only Cure for the FEAR 
of D E A T H, 

And Proper Sentiments of Heart 
on that Ineftimable Bleffing. 
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Hon'*' Mr. TO RKE. 
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THE 



COMPLAINT. 



NIGHT the FOURTH. 




Much-iodebted Muie, O Yorkb ! intrudes* 
Amid the Smilefi of Fortuae, and of Youth, 
Thine Ear is patient of a ferious Song. 
How deep implanted in the Breaft of Man 
The Dread of Death i I fii^ its fov Veign Cure. 



Why ftait at Death ? Where is he ? Death arrivM, 
Is paft ; not come, or gone, He*s never ten. 
Ere Hope, Senfation fails ; Black-boding Man 
Receit^es, noifuffers Death^s tremendous Blow. 
The Knell, the Shroud, the Mattock, and the Grave ) 
The deep damp Vault, the Darknefs, and the Worm i 
Thefe are the B|gbears of a Winter's Eve, 
The TerrorsiitfWie Living, not the Dead. 
Imagination's Fool, and Error^s Wretch, 
Man makes a Death, which Nature never m^dci 
Then on the Point of his own Fancy falls ; 
And feels a thoufand Deaths, in fearing one. 



But was Death frightful, what has Jge to fear ? 
If prud«nt| Agisfhottld meet the friendly Foe, 



And 
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-And fhelter in his hofpitable Gloom. 
I fcarce can meet a Monument, but holds 
My Younger j every Date cries — *« Come away.'* 
And wJiat recalls me ? Look the World around. 
And tell me what: The Wifeft cannot tell. 
Should any born of Woman give his Thought 
Full Range, on juftZ)///Vs unbounded Field; 
Of Thiiigs, the Vanity ; of Men, the Flaws ; 
Flaws in the Bf/I ; the Many, Flaw all o'er. 
As Lecpardr, fpotted, or, zsEthiops, dark j 
Vivacious ///; Good dying immature j 
(How immature, NarcIssa's Marble tells) 
And at its Death bequeathing endlcfs Pain ; 
His Heart, tho'-bold, would ficken at the Sight,. 
And fpend itfelf in Sighs, for future Scenes. 

But grant to Life (and juft it is to grant 
To lucky Life) fome Perquifites of Joy ; 
A Time there is, when, like a thrice-told Tal^> 
And that of no great Moment, or Delight^ 
LOng-rifltd Life of Sweet can yield no more, 
3ut from our Comment on the Comedy, 
Pleafmg RtfeStiotis on Parts well-fuftain'd. 
Or purposed Emendations where we fail'd. 
Or Hopes of Plaudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their Exit, Souls are bid unrobe, 
Tofs Fortune back her Tinfel, and her Plume, 
And drop this Mafk of Flefh behind the Scene. • 

With me, that Time is come ; my World is dead ;. 
A new World rifes, and new Manners reign : 
Foreign Comedians, a fpruce Band ! arrive. 
To puih me from the Scene, or hifs m^berc. 
What a pert Race Harts up ! the Straiif|M||a:e|j^ 
And I at them ; my Neighbour is unknoifra^' ^^ " ' 
Nor that the word : Ah me ! the dire EfFed 
Of loit'ring here, of Death defrauded long i 
Of old fo gracious (and let that fuffice). 
My very Mailer knows me not. 
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Shall I dare fay. Peculiar is the Fate ? 
I've been fo long remember'd, I'm forgot. 
An Objeft ever prefling dims the Sights 
And hides behind its Ardor to be feen. 
When in his Courtiers Ears I pour my Plaint, 
They drink it as the Nedar of the Great ; 
And fqueeze my Hand, and beg me come To-morrow ; 
Re/u/a/f canft thou wear a fmoother Form ? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my Theme : 
Who cheapens Life, abates the Fear of Death : 
Twice-told the Period fpent on ftubborn Troj, 
Court-Favour, yet untaken, I befiege ; 
Ambition's ill-judg'd Effort to be rich. 
Alas r Ambition makes my Little, lefs ; 
Embitt'ring the Poflefs'd : Why wi(h for more ? 
Wijhingy of all Employments, is the Worft ; 
Philofophy's Revcrfe ! and Health's Decay ! 
Was 1 as plump, as fbll'd Theology, 
Wtjhing would wade me to this Shade again. 
Was I as wealthy as a South-Sea Dream, 
Wijhtng is an Expedient to be poor. 
Wijhing^ that conilant Hcaic of a Fool ; 
Caught at a Court ; purg'd off by purer Air, 
And fimpler Diet ; Gifts of rural Life ! i 

Bleft be that Hand divine, which gently laid 
My Heart at Reft, beneath this humble Shed. 
The World's a ftately Bark, on dang'rous Seas, 
With Pleafure feen, but boarded at our Peril : 
Merey on a fmgle Plank, thrown fafe afhore, 
I hear the Tumult of the diftant Throng, 
As that of Seas remote, or dying Storms ; 
And meditate on Scenes, more filent ftill ; 
Purfue my Theme, and fight the Fear of Death. y 

Bere^ like a Shepherd gazing from his Hut, ^ 

Touching his Reed, or leaning on his Staff, ^^ 

g4g«r' Ambition's fiery Chace i^^t\ g 

J^fcc the circling Hunt, of npify Men, I 
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Burft LawV Inclofure, leap the Mounds of Right, 
Purfuing, and purfu'd, each other's Prey ; 
As Wolves, for Rapine ; as the Fox, for Wiles ; 
Till Death, that mighty Hunter, earths them all. 

Why all this Toil for Triamphs of an Hour ? 
What, tho' we wade in Wealth, or foar in Fame ? 
Earth s highefl Station ends in, " Here he lies -^ 
And " Duft to Dull '• concludes her nobleft Song. 
If this Song lives, Pofterity (hall know 
One, tho' in Britain bom, with Courtiers bred. 
Who thought ev'n Gold might come a Day too hte ; 
Nor on his fubtle Death-bed plann'd his Scheme 
For future Vacancies in Church or State ; 

Some Avocation deeming it to die ; 

Unbit by Rage canine of dying Rich ; 

Guilt's Blunder I and the loudefl Laugh of Hell. 

O my Coevals \ Remnants of yourfelvcs f 
Poor human Ruins, tott'ring o'er the Grave ! 
Shall we, (hall aged Men, like aged Trees, 
Strike deeper their vile Root, and. dofer ding. 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched Soil ? 
Shall our pale, wither'd Hands be flill flretch'd out. 
Trembling, at once, with Eagemefs and Age ? 
With Av'ricc, and Convulfions grafping hard ? 
Grafping at Air I for what has F^arth be£de ? 
Man wants but Little ; nor that Little, long ; 
How foon mull he refign his very Duft ; 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an Hour ! 
Years unexperienc'd ru(h on num'rous Ills ; 
And foon as Man, expert from Time, has found 
The Key of Life, it opes the Gates of Death. 

When in this Vale of Years 1 backward look. 
And mifs fuch Numbers, Numbers too of fuch. 
Firmer in Health, and greener in their Age, 
And ftri£ter on their Guard, and fitter far 
To play Life's fubtle Game, I fcarce beliere 
I ftiU furvive ; And am I fond of Lif^^ 
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Who fcarce can think it poffible, I live ? 
Alive by Miracle ! or, what is next. 
Alive by Mead f If I am ftill alive. 
Who long have bury*d what gives Life to live, 
Firmnefs of Nerve, and Energy of Thought. 
Life's Lee is not mort fiallow^ dian impure^ 
And vapid ; Stn/e and Reafon fliew the Door, 
Call for my Bier, and point me to the Duft. 

O thoa great ArlHter of Life and Death I 
Nature's immortal, immaterial San I 
Whpfe all-prolific Beam late calPd me forth 
From Darknef^, teeming Daricnefs, where I lay 
The Worm^s Inferior, and, in Rank, beneath 
The Daft I tread on, high to bear my Brow^ 
To drink the Spirit of the golden Day, 
And triumi^ in Exiftence ; and conld^ know 
No Motive, but my Blifs ; and haft ordained 
A Rife in Kefling I with the PafHareik*^ Joy, 
Thy Call I follow to the Land onknown ; 
I truft in Thee, and know in whom I traft ; 
Or Life, or D^th, is equal ; neither wdgbs : 
All Weight in this — O let me live to Thee ! 

Tho* Naf9re*i Terrors, fhus^ may be rqpreft ; 
Still frowns grim DeatXf ; Guilt points the Tyrant's Spe^ 
And whence all hnman Guilt ? n-om Death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I fet at nought the Swarm 
Of friendly Warmings, which around me flew ; 
And frnird, nnfmitten : Small my Caufe to fmile I 
Death*s Admonitions, like Shafts upwards fhot. 
More dreadful by Delay, the longer ere 
They ftrike our Hearts, the deeper is their Wound. 
O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it flings : 
Who can appeafe its Anguifh ? How it bums f 
What Hand the barb'd, invenom'd. Thought can draw I 
What healing Hand can pour the Balm of Peace } 
And turn my Sight undaunted on the Tomb I 

Wk» 
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With Joy, — ^with Grief, that healing Hand I fee ; 
Ah ! too confpicuous ! It is fix'd on high. 
On high ! — What means my Phrenfy ? I blafphemc j 
Alas ! how low ! how far beneath the Skies ? 
The Skies it form'd ; and now it bleeds for me — 
But bleeds the Balm I want — ^yet fUll it bleeds \ 
Draw the dire Steel— Ah no I — the dreadful Blcffing 
What Heart or can fuftain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human Hope : That Nail fupports 
Our falling Univerfe : That gone, we drop ; 
Horror receives us, and the difmal Wifti 
Creation had been fmother'd in her Birth—- 
Darknefs His Curtain, and His Bed the Dull ; 
When Stars and Sun are Duft beneath his Throne ! 
In Heav'n itfelf can fuch Indulgence dwell ? 
O what a Groan was there ? A Groan not His, 
He feiz'd our dreadful Right ; the Load fuftairi'd ; 
And heav'd the Mountain from a guilty World. 
A thoufahd Worlds, fo bought, were bought too dear. 
Senfations new in Angels Bofoms rife j 
Sufpend their Song ; and make a Paufc in Blifs. 

O for their Song to reach my lofty Theme \ 
Infpire me. Night ! with all thy tuneful Spheres infpirc ; 
Whilft I with Seraphs Ihare feraphic Themes, 
And fhew to Men the Dignity of Man ; 
Left I blafpheme my Subject with my Song. 
Shall Pagan Pages glow celeftial Flame, 
And Chriftian Janguiih ? On our Hearts, not Heads, 
Falls the foul Infamy : My Hearn awake. 
What can awake thee, unawak'd by thisy 
** Expended Deity on human Weal ? " 
Feel the great Truths^ which burft the tenfold Night 
Of Heathen Error, with a golden Flood 
Of endlefs Day : To feel, is to be fir'd ; 
And to believe, Lorenzo ! is to htl. 

Thou moft indulgent, moft tremendous Power ? M 

5tiU more tremendous, for thy wond*rous Love \ 
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That atms, with Awe more awful, thy Commands ; 
And foul Tranfgreflion dips in fevenfold Night ; 
How our Hearts tremble at thy Love immenfe ! 
In Love immenfe, inviolably Juil ! 
Thou, rather than thy Ju^ice ihould be ftain'd, 
Didft ftain the Cro/s ; and, Work of Wonders, far 
The greateft, that thy Dearefl far might bleed. 

Bold Thought ! Shall I dare fpeak it ? or reprefs ? 
Should Man more execrate, or boafi, the Guilt 
Which rous'd fuch Vengeance ? which fuch Love inflamM i 
O'er Guilt (how mountainous I) with outftretcht Arms, 
Stern Jujlice^ and foft-fmiling Lo^e, embrace. 
Supporting, in full Majefty, thy Throne, 
When feem'd its Majefty to need Support, 
Or ^kat, or Man, inevitably loft. 
What, but the Fathomlefs of Thought divine. 
Could labour fuch Expedient from Defpair, 
And refcue both ? Both refcue I Both exalt ! 
O how arc both exalted by the Deed! 
The wond'rous Deed ! or fhall I call it more ? 
A Wonder in Omnipotence itfelf / 
A Myftery, no lefs to Gods than Men f 

Not, thus^ our Infidels th' Eternal draw, 
A God all o'er, confuinmatc, abfolute, 
Full-orb'd, in his whole Round of Rays complete : 
They fet at odds Heaven's jarring Attributes ; 
And, with one Excellence, another wound j 
Maim Heav n's Perfedlion, break its equal Beams, 
Bid Mercy triumph over — God himfelf, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious Praife : 
A God J// Mercy, is a God unjuH. 

Ye brainlefs Wits ! ye baptiz'd Infidels I 
Ye worfe for mending ! walh'd to fouler Stains ! 
The Ranfom was paid down ; the Fund of Heaven, 
Heav'n's inexhauftible, exhaufted Fund, 
Amazing, and amazed, pour'd forth the Price, 
All Price beyond : Tho' curious to compute, 
_ , . Archangels 
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Archangels feil*d to caft the mighty Sum : 
Its Value vaft ungrafpt by Minds Create, 
For ever hides, and glows in, the Supreme. 

And was the Ranfom paid ? It was : And paid 
(What can exalt the Bounty more ?) for Tou, 
The Sun beheld it — ^No, the fhocking Scene 
Drove back his Chariot : Midnight vciPd his Face i 
Not fiich as 7his ; not fuch as Nature makes ; 
A Miiinightj Nature Ihudder'd to behold ; 
A Midnight new I a dread Eclipfe (without 
Oppofing Splieres) from her Creator's Frown f 
Bun ! didft thou fly thy Maker's Pain ? or ftart 
At that enormous Load of human Guilt, 
Which bow'd his bleffed Head ; o'crwhelm'd his Crofs s 
Made groan the Centre ; burft Earth's marble Womb, 
With Pangs, ftrange Pangs I deliver'd of her Dead ? 
Hell howl'd ; and Heav'n that Hour let fall a Tear ; 
Heav'n wept, that Men might fmile ! Hear'n bled, diat 
Might never die I—— [Man 

And is Devotion Virtue ? 'Tis empeWi : 
What Heart of Stone, but glows at Thoughts like Thcfcf 
Such Contemplations mount us ; and fhould mount 
The Mind Aili higher ; nor ever glance on Man, 
Unraptur'd, uninflam'd. — ^Where roll my Thoughts 
To r6ft from Wonders ? Other Wonders rife ; 
And ftrike where-e'er they roll : My Soul is caught : 
Heav'n's fov'reign Bleffings, cluft'ring from the Crofs, 
Rufh on her, in a Throng, and clofe her round. 
The Pris'ner of Amaze !— In His bleft Life, 
1 fee the Path, and in His Death, the Price, 
And in His great Afcent, the Proof Supreme 
Of Immensity. — And did He rife \ 
Hear, O ye Nations ! hear it, O ye Dead f 
He rofe ! He rofe ! He burft the Bars of Deaths 
Lift up your Heads, ye everlafting Gates ! 
And give the King of Glory to come in c 
Who is the King of Glory ? He who left 
His Throne of Glory, for the Pang of Death : 
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Lift up your Heads, ye evcrlafting Gates! 
And give the King of Glory to come in. 
Who is the King of Glory ? He who flew 
The rav'nous Foe, that gorg'd all human Race ! 
The King of Glory, He, whofe Glory iill'd 
Heav'n with Amazement at his Love to Man ; 
And with Divine Cconplacency beheld 
Po<w*rs vxofk illumin'd, wilder 'd in the Theme, 

The Theme, the Joy, how then ihall Man fuflain ? 
Oh the burft Gates ! crufh'd Sting I dcmoliih'd Throne f * 
Lafl Gafp ! of vanquifh'd Deairh. Shout Eardi and Heaven I 
This Sum of Good, to Man ; Whofe Nature, then. 
Took Wing, and mounted with Him from the Tomb! 
Then, then, Irofe; then firft Humanity 
Triumphant paft the Cryftal Ports of Lighf, 
(Stupendous Gnefl f) and fdz'd eternal Youth, "" 

SeizM in our Name. E'er iince, ^tis biafphenuMM 
To call Man mortal. Man's Mortality 
Was, then, trsnsferr'd to Death ; and Heav Vs Daratton 
Unalienably feal'd to this frail Frame, > 

This Child of Duft.— Maa, all-immortaU Hail ; 
Hail, Heav'n I all-kvUh of ftrange Gifb to Mini 
Thine all the Glory; Man's the bomdHefs Bl^s. 

Where am I rapt by this triumphant Theme, 
On Chriftian Joy's exulting Wins, above 
Th* Aoman Mount? — Alas, fmalTCaufe for Joy I 
What if to Pain, immortal ? If Extent 
Of Being, to preclude a Clofe of Woe ? 
Where, then, my Boaft of Immortality ? 
I boaft it ftill, tho' cover'd o'er with Gqilt : 
For Guilt, not Innocence, His Life He pour'd ; 
'Tis Guilt alone can juftify His Death ; 
Nor that, unlefs His Death can juftify 
Relenting Guilt in Heav'n's indulgent Sight. 
Jf, fick of Folly, I relent; He writes 
My Name in Heav'n, with that inverted Spear 
(A Spear deep-dipt in Blood I) which pierc'd his Side, 
And opcn'd there a Font for all Matikiad ^' 

^ Who 
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Who ftrive, wlio combat Crime?, to drink, and live : 
7^ J, only this, fubdues the Fear of Death, 

And what is This ? — Survey the wondVous Cure : 
And at each Step, let higher Wonder rife f 
" Pardon for infinite Offence I and Pardon 
" Thro' Means, that fpealc its Value infinite ! 
" A Pardon bought with Blood ! with Blood Divine f 
" With Blood Divine of Him, I made my Foe I 
*' Perfifted to provoke! tho' woo*d, and aw'd, 
« Bleft, and chaftiz'd, a flagrant Rebel ftill \ 
" A Rebel 'midft the Thunders of his Throne ! 
" Nor I alone ? a Rebel Univerfe ! 
" My Species up in Arms ! not One exempt ! 
** Yet for the fouleft of the Foul. He dies. 
" Moftjoy'd, for the Redeemed from deepeft Guilt! 
** As if our Race was held of higheft Rank ; 
** And Godhead dearer, as more kind to Man !** 

Bound, ev'ry Heart f and, vf'ry Bofom, bum I 
Oh what a Scale of Miracles is^here I 
Its lowed Round, high-planted on the Skies t 
Its towering Sununit loft beyond the Thought 
OfManorAngdf Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful Afcent, with equal Praife f 
Fraife ! flow for ever, (if Aftoni(hmeht 
Will give thee Leave) my Praife I for ever flow i 
Praife Ardent, Cordial, Conftant, to High Heav*a 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrific'd \ 
And all her fpicy Mountains in a Flame. 

So dear, ib due to Heav*n, (hall Praife defccnd 
With her foft Plume, (from plaufive Angels Wing 
Firft pluck'd by Man) to tickle mortal Ears, 
Thus diving in the Pockets of the Great ? 
Is Fr&ife the Perquifite of ev'ry Paw, 
Tho' black as Hell, that grapples well for Gold ? 
Oh Love of Gold ! thou meaneft of Amours ! 
Shall Fraife her Odours wafte on Virtue's Dead, 
Embalm the Bafe, perfume the Scench of Guilt, 
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Earn dirty Bread by waftiing Ethiofs fair. 

Removing Filth, or linking it from Sight, 

A Scavenger in Scenes, where 'vacant Polls, 

Like Gibbets yet untenanted, expedl 

Their future Ornaments ? From Courts and Thrones, 

Return, apoftate Praije ! Thou Vagabond ! 

Thou Proftitute I to thy firft Love return. 

Thy firll, thy greateil, once unrival'd Theme. 

There flow redundant ; like Meander flow^ 
Back to thy Fountain ; to that parent Power, 
Who gives the Tongue to found, the Thought to foar. 
The Soul to be» Men Homage pay to Men, 
Thoughtlefs beneath whofe dreadful Eye they bow 
In mutual Awe profound, of Clay to Clay, 
Of Guilt to Guilt, and turn their Backs on Thee, 
Great Sire I whom Thrones celeilial ceafelefs fing ; 
To proftrate Angpls, an amazing Scene \ 
O the Prefumption of Man's Awe for Man f 
Man's Author ! End ( Reftorer ! Law I and Judge f 
Thine» Ail ; Day thine, ^d thine this Gloom of Night, 
With all her Wealth, with all her radiant Worlds : 
What, Night eternal, but a Frown from Thee ? 
What, Heav'n's meridian Glory, but Thy Smile ? 
And Ihall not Prai/e be Thine ? not Human Praife ? 
While Heav'n's high Hoft on HalUlujahi live \ 

O may I breathe, no longer, than I breathe 
My Soul in Praife to Him, who gave my Soul, 
And all her Infinite of Profpedl fair. 
Cut tiiro' the Shades of Hell, great Love I by Thee, 
Oh moft adorable ! moft unador'd ! *" 
Where (hall that Praife begin, which ne'er ftiould end ? 
Where-e'er I turn, what Claim on all Applaufe f 
How is Night's fable Mantle laboured o'er. 
How richly wrought, with Aitiibutes divine I 
What Wifdom fliines ! what Lo^e 1 This Midnight Pomp, 
This gorgeous Arch, with golden Worlds inlay'd f ^^ 

Built with divine Ambition I nought to Thee 5 j^ 

For Others this Profuiioa : Thou, apart, ■^' 

AbOf? 
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Above, Beyond! Oh tell me, mighty Mind F 
Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the Deep ? 
Call to the 5«», or alk the roaring Winds^ 
For their Creator ? Shall I queftion loud 
The Thunder, if in that th' Almighty dwells ? 
Or holds He furious Stormi in ftreighten'd Reins, 
And bids fierce Whirl<winds wheel his rapid Carr ? 

What mean thefe Queftions ? — ^Trembling I retract j 
My proftrate Soul adores the ffefent God : 
Praifc I a diftant Deity ? He tunes 
My Voice (if tun'd) ; the Nerve, that writes, foftains : 
Wrap'd in Ms Being, I refound his Praife : 
But tho' paft ^//diiFus'd, without a Shore, 
His Effence ; heal is His Throne (as meet). 
To gather the Difperil (as Standards call 
The Lifted from afar) ; to fix a Point, 
A central Point, colledlive of his Sons, 
Since finite ev*ry Nature, but his own. 

The namelefs ft, whofe Nbd is Nature^ Birth ) 
And Nature'' s Shield, the Shadow of his Hand s 
Her Difiblution, his fufpended Smile f 
The great Tirfi-Laft / pavilion'd high he fits 
In Darknefs, from exceflive Splendor, borne. 
By Gods anfeen, unlefB thro' Luftre loft. 
His Glory, to created Glory, bright. 
As that to central Horrors j He looks down 
On All that foars ; and fpans Immenfity. 

Tho' Ntght unnumber'd Worlds unfolds to view, 
Boundlefs Creation I what art thou ? A Beam, 
A mere Effluvium of his Majefty : 
And ihall an Atom of this Atom- World 
Mutter, in Duft and Sin, the Theme of Heaven fi 
Down to the Centre fho'uld I fend my Thought 
Thro' Beds of glitt'ring Ore, and glowing Qems» 
Their beggar'd Blaze wants Luftre for my Lay \ 
Goes out in Darknefs : If, on towVing Wing, r^, - 
I fend it thro' the boundlefe Vault of Stars ; 
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(The Stars, tho' rich, what Drofs their Gold to Thee^ 
(Great! Good! Wife! Wonderful! Eternal King ! 
If to thofe confcicus Stars thy Throne around, 
Praife ever-pouring, and imbibing Blifsj 
And aik their Strain 5 They want it, more they want. 
Poor their Abundance, humble their Sublime, 
Languid their Energy, their Ardor col4. 
Indebted ftill, their jfiigheft Rapture burns 
Short of its Mark, defedivc, tho' divine. 

Still more — ^This Theme is Man's, and Man's alone ; 
Their vaft Appointments reach it not : They fee 
On Earth a Bounty not indulg'd on high ; 
And downward look for Heav'n's fuperior Praife I 
Firll-born of Etlier I high in Fields of Light ! 
Vie>Y Man, to fee the Glory of your God i 
Could Angels envy, they had envy'd here ; ^ 

And fome did cn\y ; and the reft, tho' Gods, 
Yet ftill Gods unredeemed (there triumphs Man, 
Tempted to weigh the Duft againft the Skies) 
They lefs would feel, tho' more adorn, my Theme. 
They fung Creation (for in that they (har'd) 
How rofe in Melody, the Child of Love ; 
Creation's great Superior, Man ! is Thine ; 
Thine is Redemption^ They juft gave the Key .• 
*Tis Thine to raife, and eternize, the Song j 
Tho' human, yet divine ; for fhould not this 
Raife Man o'er Man, and kindle Seraphs here ? 
Redemption ! 'twas Creation more fublime ; 
Redemption ! 'twas the Labour of the Skies ; 
Far more than Labour — It was Death in Heaven. 
A Truth fo ftrange ! 'twere bold to think it true ; 
If not far bolder ftill, to dift)elieve. 

Here paufe, and ponder ; Was there Death in Heav'n ? 
What then on Earch ? On Earth, which ftruck the Blow ? 
Who ftruck it ? Who ! — O how is Man inlarg'd, ' 
Seen thro' this Medium ! How the Pygmy tow'rs ! 
How countcrpois'd his Origin from Duft ! 
How counterpoised, to Duft his fad Return f 

How 
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How voided his vaft Diftance from the Skies I 
How near he prefles on the Seraph's Wingf 
Which is the Seraph ? Which the Born of Clay ? 
How This demonftrates, thro' the thickeft Cloud 
Of Guilt, and Clay condenft, the Son of Heaven ! 
The double Son ; the Made, and the Re-made ! 
And (hall Heav'n's double Property be loft ? 
Man's double Madnefs only can deftroy. 
To Man the bleeding Crofs has promised all ; 
The bleeding Crofs has fwom eternal Grace ; 
Who gave his Life, what Grace (hall He deny ? 

ye ! who, from this Rock of Ages ^ leap, 
Difdainful, plunging headlong in the Deep f 
What cordial Joy, what Con(olation ftrong. 
Whatever Winds arife, or Billows roll. 
Our Int'reft in the Mailer of the Storm ! 

Cling there, and in wreck'd Nature's Ruins fmile ; 
While vile Apoilates tremble in a Calm. 

Man ! Know thyfelf. All Wifdom centres there : 
To none Man feems ignoble, but to Man ; 
Angels that Grandeur, Men o'erlook, admire : 
How long fhall Human Nature be Their Book, 
Degen'rate Mortal ! and unread by Thee ? 
The Beam dim Reafon Iheds Ihews Wonders There ; 
What high Contents 1 Illuflrious Faculties f 
But the grand Xlomment^ which difpJays at Full 
Our human Height, - fcarce fever'd from Divine, 
By Heav'n compos'd, was publilh'd on the Crofs. 

Who looks on That, and fees not in himfelf 
An awful Stranger, a Terreftrial God ? 
A glorious Partner with the Deity 
In that high Attribute, immortal Life ? 
If a GoJ bleeds, he bleeds not for a Worm : 

1 gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting Soul 
Catches ftrange Fire, Eternity ! at Thee j 

And drops the World — or rather, more enjoys : 
How changed the Face of Nature ! how improved ! 
What feem'd a Chaos, lliines a glorious World, 
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Or, what a World, an Edin ; heighten'd all ! 

It is another Scene I another Self ! 

And ftill another, as Time rolls along ; 

And that a Self far more illullrious ftill. 

Beyond long Ages, yet roll'd up in Shades 

Unpierc'd by bold Conje£lure's keenefl Ray, 

What Evolutions of furprifing Fate ! 

How Nature opens, and receives my Soul 

In boundlefs Walks of raptur'd Thought f Where Gods 

Encounter, and embrace me f What new Births 

Of ftrang^ Adventure, foreign to the Sun, 

Where what now charms, perhaps, whate'cr exiils. 

Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot ! 

Is this extravagant ? Of Man we form 
Extravagant Conception, to be juft : 
Conception unconfui'd wants Wing to reach him : 
Beyond its Reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He, the great Father 1 kindled at one Flame 
The World of Rationals ; one Spirit pour'd 
From Spirit's awful Fountain ; pour'd Himfelf 
Thro' all their Souls ; but not in equal Stream, 
Profufe, or frugal, of th'infpiring God, 
As his wife Plan demanded ; and when pad 
Their various Trials, in their various Spheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Reforbs them all into Himfelf again ; 
His Throne their Centre, and his Smile their Crown. 

Why doubt we, then, the glorious Truth to iing, 
Tho' yet unfung, as deem'd perhaps too bold ? 
Angels are Men of a fuperior Kind ; 
Angels are Men in lighter Habit clad, 
High o'er ccleftial Mountains wing'd in Flight ; 
And Men are Angels, loaded for an Hour, 
Who wade this miry Vale, and climb with Pain, 
And flipp'ry Step, the Bottom of the Steep. 
Ai^els their Failings, Mortals have their Praife ; 
Wmle Here, of Cgrps ethereal, fuch enroll'd. 
And fuaiaon^d to the glorious Standard foon 

E Which 
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Which flames eternal Crimfon thro' the Skies. 
Nor are our Brothers thoughtlefs of their Kin, 
Yet abfent ; bat not abfent from their Love. 
Michael has fought our Battles ; Raphael fung 
Our Triumphs ; Gabriel on our Errands flown. 
Sent by the S O V'R E I G N : And arc thefe, O Man! 
Thy Friends, thy warm Allies ? and Thou (Shame burn 
.The Check to Cmder !) Rival to the Brute ? 

Religion's All. Dcfcending from the Skies 
To wretched Man, the Goddefs in her Left 
Holds out this World, and, in her Right, the nexf; 
Religion ! the folc Voucher Man is Man j 
Supporter Sole of Man above himfelf ; 
Ev'n in this Night of Frailty, Change, and Death, 
She gives the Soul a Soul that ads a God. 
Religion! Providence! an After- State! 
Here is firin Footing ; here is folid Rock ; 
This can fuppoit us ; all is Sea befides ; 
Sinks under us ; beftorms, and then deyours. 
His Hand the good Man faftcris on the Skies, 
And bids Earth roll, nor feels her idle Whirl. 

As when a Wretch, from thick, p611uted Air, 
Darknefs, and Stench, arid fuffocating Damps, 
And Dungeon Horrors, by kind Fate, difeharg'd, - 
Climbs fome fair Eminence, where Ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elyfian Profpefis rife. 
His Heart exults, his Spirits caft their Load ; 
As if new-born, he triumphs in the Change ; 
So joys the Soul, when from inglorious Aims, 
And fordid Sweets, from Feculence and Froth 
Of Ties terreftrial, fet at large, fhe mounts 
To Reafon's Region, her own Element, ' 
Breathes Hopes immortal, a^d affWte the Skiesf, 

Religion ! thou the Soul of Happinefs ; 
And, groaning C^/i/^jr)^, of thee! Inhere ^vcA 
The nobleft Truths ; there ftrongeft Motives fling : 
l^ere, facred Violence aflaults the Soul ; 

There, 
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TJierc, nothing but Compulfion is forborn. 

Can Cove allure us ? or can Terror awe ? 

He weeps ! — the falling Drop puts out the Sun ; 

He fighs ! — the Sigh Earth's deep Foundation ihakci. 

If, in his Love, io terrible, what then 

His Wrath inflam'd ? his Tendernefs on Fire ? 

Like fofr, fmooth Oil, outblazing other Fires ? 

Can Pray V, can Praife avert it ? — Thou, my All! 

My Theme ! my Infpiration ? and my Crown f 

My Strength in Age ! my Rife in low Eftate ! 

My SouJ's Ambition, Pleafure, Wealth f— my World f 

My Light in Darknefs ! and my Life in Death ! 

My Boaft thro' Time ! Blils thro' Eternity ! 

Eternity, too fhort to fpeak thy Praife ! 

Or fathom thy Profound of Love to Man f 

To Man of Men the meaneft, ev'a to me ; 

My Sacrifice \ my God !— what Things are Thefe f 

What then art Thou t by what Name (hall I call Thee ? 
Xnew I the Name devout Archangels ufe. 
Devout Archangels (hould the Name enjoy, 
^y Die unrivay'd ; Thoufands more fublime, 
None half fo dear, as that, whicli tho' unfpoke, 
Still glows at Heart : O how Omnipotence 
Is loll in Love ! Thou %xtdX,?hilanthropiJl ! 
Father of Angels ! but the l^riend of Man ? 
Like Jacob, fondeft of the younger born ! 
Thou, who didft fave hinJ, fnatch the fmoking Brand 
From out the Flames, and quench it in thy Blood ! 
How aft thou pleas'd, by Bounty to ^llrefs ! 
To make us groan beneath our Gratitude, 
Too big for Birth ! to favour, and confound ; 
To challenge, and to diflance, all Return ! 
Of lavjfh Love ftupendous Heights to foar. 
And leave Praife panting in the diliant Vale \ .. ■' 

Thy Right too great defrauds Thee of Thy Due ; 
And facrilegious our fublimeft Song. 

But fince the naked IVill obtains thy Smile, -^ 

Beneath this Monument of Praife unpaid. 
And future Life fymphonious to my Strain, 

E 2 (That 
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(That noblcft Hymn to Heav'ri ?) for ever lie 
Intomb'd my Ftc/r of Death ! and cv'ry Fear, 
The Dread of ev'ry Evil, but Thy Frown. 

Whom fee I yonder, fo demurely fmile ? 
Laughter a Labour, and might break their Reft. 
Ye Quietifts, in Homage to the Skies ! 
Serene ! of foft Addrels ! who mildly make 
An unobtrufive Tender of your Hearts, 
Abhorring Violence f who halt indeed ; 
But, for the Blefling, twrefile not with Heaven f 
Think you my Song, too turbulent ? too warm > 
Arc Faffionsy then, thcPagans of Uie Soul ? 
Reafon alone baptizM ? alone ordaiifd 
To touch Things facred ? Oh for Warmer dill f 
Guilt chills my Zeal, and Age benumbs my Powers ; 
Oh for an humbler Heart, and prouder Song f 
.Thou, my much injured Theme! wich that foft Eye, 
Which melted o*er doom'd ^alemy deign to look 
Compaffion to the Coldnefs of my Breaft ; 
And Pardon to the Winter in lay Strain. 

Oh yc cold-hearted, frozen, Formalifts \ 
On fuch a Theme, 'tis impious to be calm ; 
Paffion is Reafon, Tranfport Temper, here. 
Shall Heav'n, which gave us Ardor, and has (hewn 
Her own for Man fo ftrongly, not difdain 
What fmooth Emollients in Theology, 
Recumbent Virtue's downv Doctors preach. 
That Profe of Piety, a lukewarm Praife ? 
Rife Odours fweet from Incenfe uninflam'd ? 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout ; 
But when it glows, its Heat is ftruck to Heaven ; 
To human Hearts her golden Harps are ftrung ; 
High H^v'n's Orchejlra chaunts Amen to Man. 

Hear I, or dream I hear, their diftant Stndn, 
Sweet to ^he Soul, and tailing ftrong of Heaven, 
Soft wafted on celeftial ?ity\ Plume, 
Thro' the raft Spaces of the Univerfe, 
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To cbear me in this melancholy Gloom ? 

Oh when will Death (now ftinglefs), like a Friend, 

i\dmit me of their Choir ? Oh when will Deaths 

This mould'ring, old. Partition- Wall throw down ? 

Give Beings, one in Nature, one Abode ? 

Oh Death Divine ! that giv'ft us to the Skies ! 

Gre^t Future/ glorious Patron of the P^//?, 

And Pre/ent ! when (hall I thy Shrine adore ? 

From Nature's Continent^ immenfely wide, 

Jmmenfely bleft, this little TJle of Lip, 

I'his dark, incarcerating Colonyy 

Divides us. Happy Day ! that breaks our Chain ; 

That manumits ; that calls from Exile home j 

That leads to Nature's great Metropolis, 

And re-admits us, thro' the guardian Hand 

Of elder Brothers, to our Father's Throne ; 

Who hears our Advocate, and, thro' his Wounds 

Beholding Man, allows that tender Name. 

Tis this makes Chrijiian Triumph^ a Command : 

'Tis this makes Joy a Duty to the Wife ; 

Tis impious, in a good Man, to be fad. 

Seed thou, Lojienzo I where hangs all our Hope? 
Touch'd by the CrofSf we live ; or, 7nore than die ; 
That Touch which touch'd not Angels ; more divine 
Than that, which touch'd Confufion into Form, 
And Darknefs into Glory ; Partial Touch ! 
Ineffably pre-eminent Regard 1 
Sacred to Man, and Sov'reign thro' the whole 
Long golden Chain of Miracles, which hangs 
From Heav'n thro' all Duration, and fupports 
In one illuftrious, and amazing Plan, 
Thy Welfare, Nature ! and thy God's Renown ; 
That Touch, with Charm celellial, heals the Soul 
Difeas'd, drives Pain from Guilt, lights Life in Death, 
Turns Earth to Heav'n, to heav'nly Thrones transforms 
The ghaltly Ruins of the mould'ring Tomb. 

Doll aflc me when ? when He who dy'd returns ? 
Returns, how chang'd I where then the Man of Woe ? 
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In Glory's Terrors all the Godhead burns ; 
And all his Courts, exhaufted by the Tide 
Of Deities triumphant in his Train, 
Leave a flupendous Solitude in Heaven ; 
Keplenifht foon ; replenifht with Increafc 
Of Pomp, and Multitude ; a radiant Band 
Of Angels new ; of Angels from the Tomb* 

Is this by Fancy thrown remote ? and rife 
Dark Doubts between the Promife, and Event? 
I fend thee not to Volumes for thy Cure ; 
Read Nature ; Nature is a Friend to Truth ; 
Nature is Chridian ; preaches to Mankind ; 
And bids dead Matter aid us in our Creed. 
Haft thou ne'er feen the Comet's flaming Flight ? 
Th' illuftrious Stranger pafling. Terror ftieds 
On gazing Nations, from his fiery Train 
Of Length enormous 5 takes his ample Round 
Thro' Depths of Ether ; coafts unnumber'd Worlds, 
Of more than folar Glory ; doubles wide 
Heav'n's mighty Cape ; and then revifits Earth, 
From the long Travel of a thoufand Years. 
Thus, at the deftin'd ^wod, fhall return 
He, once on Earth, who bids the Comet blaze : 
And with Him' all our Triumph o'er the Tomb. 

Nature is dumb on this important Point ; 
Or Hope precarious in low Whifper breathes ; 
Fait/? fpeaks aloud, diflinft; ev'n Adders hear. 
But turn, and dart into the Dark again. 
Faith builds a Bridge acrofs the Gulph of Death, 
To break the Shock blind Nature cannot fhun. 
And lands^ Thought fmoothly on the farther Shere. 
Death's Terror is the Mountain Faith removes ; 
That Mountain Barrier between Man and Peace. 
'Tis Faith difarms Deftru6lion ; and abfolves 
From ev'ry clamorous Charge, the guiltlefs Tomb. 

Why diflDelieve ? Lorenzo ! — *' Reafon bids, 
« All-facred Reafon."— Hold her facred ftill ; 
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Nor (halt thou want a Rival in thy Flame : 

All-facred Rea/cn ! Source, and .Soul, of all ' 

Demanding Praife, on Earthy or Earth above ! 

My Heart is thine : Deep in its inmoll Folds,. 

Live thou with Life 5 live dearer of the Two, 

Wear I the b'effed Crofs, by Fortune (l:.mpt 

On paffive Nature, before Thought was born ? 

My Birth's blind Bigot ! fir'd with locnl Zeal ? 

No ; Reafon rebaptiz'd me when adulc ; 

Weighed True and Falfe in her impartial Scale ; 

My Heart became the Convert of my Head ; 

And made that Choice, which once was but my Fate* , 

" On Argument alone my Faith is bu'Jt :" 

Reafon purfu'd is Faith ; and, unpurfu'd 

Where Proof invites, 'tis Reafon, then, no more ; 

And fuch our Proof y that, or our Faith is rights 

Or Reafon lyes, and Heav'n defign'd it <wrong: 

Abfolve we This ? What, then, ii Hafphemy t 

Fond as we arc, and juftly fond of Faith, 
Reafon, we grant, demands our Firft Regard f 
The Mother honour'd, as the Daughter dear ; 
Reafon the Root, fair Faith is but the Flower ; 
The fading Flow'r fhall die ; but Reafon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the Skies. 
When Faith is Virtue, Reafon makes it fo. 
Wrong not the Chriftian ; think not Rez{on yours i 
'Tis Reafon our great Mafitr holds fo dear ; 
'Tis Reafon\ injur'd Rights His Wrath refcnts ; 
'Tis Reafon*^ Voice obey*d His Glories crown ; 
To give loft Reafon Life, He pour'd his own : 
Believe, and fhew the Reafon of a Man ; 
Believe, and tafte the Pleafure of a God ; 
Believe, and look with Triumph on the Tomb : 
Thro' Reafon''^ Wounds alone, thy Faith can die i 
Which dying, tenfold Terror gives to Death, 
And dips in Venom his twice-mortal Sting. 

Learn hence what Honours, what loud Paans due 
To thofc, who pulh our Antidote afide ; 
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Thofc boafted Friends to Rea/oft, and to Marr^ 

Whofe fatal Love ftabs cv'ry Joy, and leaves 

Death's Terror heighten'd gnawing on his Heart. 

Thcfe pompous Sons of Rea/on idoliz'd, 

-And vilify*d at once ; of Reafon dead, 

Then deify'd, as Monarchs were of old. 

What Condua plants proud Laurels on their Brow ? 

While Lcji of Truth thro' all their Camp refounds, 

They draw ?ride% Curtain o'er the Noon-tide Ray ; 

Spike up their Inch of Reafon, on the Point 

Of Philofophic Wit, calVd Argument •, 

And then, exulting in their Taper, cry, 

•« Behold the Sun :" And Indian-Xikt, adore. 

Talk they of Morals ? O thou bleeding Love ! 
Thou Maker of nnjo Morals to Mankind ! 
The grand Morality is Love of Thee. 
As wife ^ Socrates, if fuch they were, 
(Nor will they bate of that fublime Renown) 
As njoife as So orates, might juftly {land 
The Definition of a modern Fool. 

Chriftian is the higheft Stile of Man. 
And is there, who the blefled Crofs wipes off 
As a foul Blot, from his difhonour'd Brow ? 
If Angels tremble, 'tis at fuch a Sight : 
The Wretch they quit, defponding of their Charge, 
More flruck with Grief or Wonder, who can teU ? 

Ye fold to Senfe ! ye Citizens of Earth ! 
(For fuch alone the Chriftian Banner fly) 
Know ye how wife your Choice, how great your Gain ? 
Behold the Pifture of Earth's happieft Man : 
** He calls his Wifh, it comes ; he fends it back, 
•* And fays, he call'd another ; that arrives, 
" Meets the fame Welcome ; yet he flill calls on ; 
** Till One calls him, who varies not his Call, 
** But holds him faft, iiQ Chains of Darknefs bound, 
*' Till Nature dies, and Judgment fets him free ; 
;^' A Freedom^ far lefs welcome than his Chain.** 

Sul 
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^ But grant Man happy ; grant him happy long ; 
: Add to Life's highefl Prize her lateft Hour ; 
^^ That Hour fo late, is nimble in Approach, 

That, like a Poft, comes on in full Career ; 

How fwift the Shuttle flics, that weaves thy Shroad I 
. Where is the Fable of thy former Years ? 

Thrown down the Gulph of Time ; as far from Thee 
■ As they had ne'er been thine ; the Day in Hand, 
• Like a Bird ftruggling to get loofe, is going ; 

Scarce now poflefs'd, fo fuddenly 'tis gone ; 

And each fwift Moment Red, is Death advanc'd 

By Strides as fwift : Eternity is All ; 

And whofe Eternity ? Who triumphs there ? 

Bathing for ever in the Font of Blifs I 
'■ For ever bafking in the Deity f 

Lorenzo f who ? — ^Thy Confcience ftiall reply. 

O give it Leave to fpeak j 'twill fpeak ere long. 
Thy Leave unalkt : Lorenzo ! hear it now. 
While ufeful its Advice, its Accent mild. 
By the great Edift, by divine Decree, 
Trut^ is depoflted with Man's laji Hour ; 
An honeft Hour, and faithful to her Truft ; 
TrutJb^ eldeft Daughter of the Deity ; 
Truth, of his Council, when he ff ade the Worlds ; 
Nor lefs, when he fhall judge the Worlds he made ; 
Tho' filent long, and fleeping ne'er fo found, 
Smother'd with Errors, and oppreft with Toys, 
That Heav'n-commiffion'd Hour no fooner calls. 
But from her Cavern in the SouPs Abyfs, 
Like him they fable under ^fna whelm'd. 
The Goddefs burfts in Thunder, and in JFlame ; 
Loudly convinces, and feverely pains. 
Dark Demons I difcharge, and Hydra-iivngs; 
The keen Vibrations of bright fruth — is Hell : 
Juft Definition ! tho' by Schools untaught. 
Yc Deaf to Truth F perufe this Parfon'd Page, 
And trull, for once, a Prophet, and a Prieft; 
^ Men may live Fools, but Fools they cannot die.''* 
^ Es NIGHT 
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g^ORENZO! to recriminate is juft. 

Fondncfs for Fame is Avarice of Air. 

J grant the Man is vain, who writes for Praife. 

Praife no Man e'er deferv'd, who fought no 

[more. 

As juft thy Second Charge. I grant the Mufe 
Hascrften bluflit at her degen'rate Sons, 
Retain'd by Sen/e to plead h?r filthy Caufe ; 
To raife the Low, to magnify the Mean, 
/\nd fubtilize the Grofs into Refin'd : 
As if to magic Numbers powVful Charm 
Twas giv'n, to make a Ci'vet of their Song 
Ob^ne, and fweeten Ordure to Perfume. 
Wit, a true Pagan, deifies the Brute,. 
And^ lifts our Swine-enjoyments from the Mire. 

The Fad notorious, nor obfcure the Caufe. 
We wear the Chains of Plea/ure, and of Pride ; 
7bife fhare the Man ; and thefe difbad him too ; 
Draw^ different Ways, and dafh in their Commands. 
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Pride, like an Eagle, builds among the Stars ; 
But Fleafurtj Lark-like, nefb upon the Ground. 
Joys (har'd by Brute-Creation, Fride refents; 
P/<?tf/i#r^ embraces : Man would both enjoy. 
And both at ona : A Point how hard to gain f 
But, what can't Wit, when flung by ftrong Dcfire?- 

♦ 

Wit dares attempt this arduous Enterprize. 
Since Joys ofSen/i can't rife to Rea/on^s Taftcj ^ • 
In fubtle Sofhiftry% laborious Forge, 
Wit hammers out a Reafon new, that floops 
To fordid Scenes, and greets them with Applaule. 
Wit calls the Graces the chafte Zone to lopfe ; 
Nor lefs than k plump God to fill the Bowl. 
A thoufand Phantoms, and a thoufand Spells, 
A thoufand Opiates fcatters, to delude. 
To fafcinate, inebriate. Jay afleep. 
And the fool'd Mind delightfully confound. 
Thus that which fhock'd the Judgment y (hocks no morcj 
That which gave Pr/V<p Offence, no more offends. 
Tleafure and Pride , by Nature mortal Foes, 
At War eternal, which in Man Ihall reign. 
By ^//'s Addrefs, patch up a fatal Peace, 
And hand in hand lead on the rank Debauch,, 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Arty curfed Art ! wipes off th' indebted Blufli 
From Nature's Cheek, aiid bronzes ev'ry Shame. 
Man fmiles-in'Ruin, glories in his Guilt, 
And Infamy Hands Candidate for Praife. 

All writ by Man in favour of the Soul, 
^Yidtfenfual Ethics far, in Bulk, tranfcend. 
The Flow'rs of Eloquence profufely pour'd 
O'er fpotted Vice, fill half the letterM World. 
Can Powers of Genius exercife Aeir Page, 
And confecrate Enormities with Song ? 



But let not thefe inexpiable Strains 
Condemn the Mufe that knows her Dignjty ; . 
Nor meanly flops at Time, but holds the Worli 
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As 'tis, in Nature's ample Field, a Point, 

A Point in her Efteem ; from whence to llart. 

And run the Round of univerfal Space, 

To vifit Being univerfal there. 

And Being's Source, that utmoft Flight of Mind! 

Yet, fpite of this fo vaft Circumference, 

\^ell knows, but what is Moral, nought is Great, 

Sing Syrens only ? Do not Angels fing ? 

There is in Poefy a decent Pride, 

Which well becomes her when fhe fpeaks to Profe, 

Her younger Sifter ; haply, not more wife. 

Think'fl thou, Lorenzo ! to find Paftimes here ? 
No guilty Paflion blown into a Flame, 
No Foible flatter'd. Dignity difgrac'd, 
No fairy Field of Fiftion all on Flower, 
No Rainbow Colours, here, or filken Tale ; 
But folemn Counfels, Images of Awe, 
Truths, which Eternity lets fall on Man 
With double Weight, through thefe revolving Spheres, 
This Death-deep Silence, and incumbent Shade : 
Thoughts, fuch as (hall revifit your lafl Hour ;. 
Vifit uncall'd, and live when Life expires ; 
And thy dark Pencil, Midnight! darker Hill 
In Melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, ev'n This, my Laughter-loving Friends ! 
Lorenzo ! and thy Brothers of the Smile ! 
If, what imports you moft, can moft engage. 
Shall ftcal your Ear, and chain you to my Song. 
Or if you fail me, know, the Wife Ihall tafte 
The Truths I fing ; the Truths I fing fhall feel; 
And, feeling, give AflTent ; and Their Affent 
Is ample Recompence ; is more than Praife. 
But chiefly Thine, O Litchfield ! nor miftake > 
Think not un-introduc'd I force my Way j 
Narcissa, not unknown, not unally'd. 
By Virtue, or by Blood, illuftrious Youth \ 
To thee, from blooming Amaranthine Bowers,*. 
.Wbcre ail the Language Harmony^ defcends 

Uncaird, 
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Uncalled, and afks Admittance for the Mufe : 
A Mufe that will not pain thee with thy Praife ; 
Thy Praife flie drops, by nobler fliU icfpir^d. 

O Thou ! Bleft Spirit f ivhethery the Supreme, 
Great antemundane Father ! in whofe Breali 
Embryo- Creation, unborn Being, dwelt. 
And all its various Revolutions rollM 
Prefeiit, tho' future ; prior to themfelves ; 
Whofe Breath can blow it into Nought again j 
Or^ from his Throne fome delegated Pow'r, 
Who, ftudious of our Peace, doft turn the Thought 
From Vain and Vile, to Solid and Sublime ! 
Unfeen thou lead'ft me to delicious Draughts 
Of Infpiration, from a purer Stream, 
And fuller of the God, than that which burft 
From fam'd Caftalia : Nor is yet allay'd 
My facrcd Third ; though long my Soul has rang'd 
Through plealing Paths of Moral, and Di'vine^ 
By Thee fullain'd, and lighted by the Sfan, 

By Them bell lighted are the Paths of Thought i 
Nights are their Days, their moft illumin'd Hours. 
By Day, the Soul o'erborne by Life's Career, 
Sturtn'd by the Din, and giddy with the Glare, 
Reels far from Reafon, joSled by the Throng. 
By Day the SouL is paflive, all her Thoughts 
Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature. 
By Night froni ObjeAs free, from Paffion cool. 
Thoughts uncontrouFd, and unimprefs'd, the Births. 
Of pure Eledion, arbitrary range. 
Not to the Limits of one World confin'd ; 
But from Ethereal Trzveh light on Earth, 
As Voyagers drop Anchor, for Repofe. 

Let Indians, and the Gay, like Indians, fond' 
Of feathered Fopperies, the Sun adore : 
Darknefs has more Divinity for me; 
\t ftrikes Thought inward ; it drives back the Soul 
To fettle on Herfelf, our Point fupreme \ 
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^beri lies our Theatre ; there fits our Judee. 
Darknefs the Curtain drops o'er Life's dull Scene ,• 
'Tis the kind Hand of Providence (Iretcht out 
'Twixt Man and Vanity ; 'tis Reafonh Reign, 
And Virtut% too ; thefe Tutelary Shades 
Are Man's Afylum from the tainted Throng. 
l^ight is the good Man's Friend, and Guardian too; 
It no lefs refcues Virtue, than infpires. 

Virtue for ever Frail, as Fair, below, 
Her tender Nature fufFers in the Croud,, 
Nor touches on the World, without a Stain : 
The World's infedlious ; few bring back at Eve, 
Immaculate, the Manners of the Morn. 
Something we thought , is blotted ; we refolv^d^ 
Is (haken ; we renounced, returns again. 
Each Salutation may Hide in a Sin 
Unthought before, or ^x a former Flaw. 
Nor is it ftrange : Lights Motion^ Concourfe, Noi/e, 
All, fcatter lis abroad j Thought outward-bound 
Neglectful of our Home-affairs, flies off 
In Fume and Diflipation, quits her Charge, 
And leaves the Breafl unguarded to the Foe. 

Pre/ent Example gets within our Guard, 
And adls with douh/e Force, by few repeU'd. 
jimbition fires Ambition ; Loije of Gain 
Strikes, like a Peftilence, from Bread to Breafl i 
Rtoty Pride^ Perfidy , blue Vapours breathe ; 
And Inhumanity is caught from Man ; 
From fmiling Man. A flight, a fingle Glance, 
And fliot at random, often has brought home 
A fudden Fever, to the throbbing Heart, 
Of En<vy, Rancour, or impure Defire, 
We fee, we hear, with Peril ; Safety dwells 
Remote from Mi///7Vi^rtV ; the World's a School* ^ 

OffVrong, and what Proficients fwarm around ! 
Wc muft or imitate, or difapprove j 
Muft lift as their Accomplices, or Foes ; 
^lat ilains our Innocence ; This wounds our Peace. 

From 
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From Nature's Birth, hence, Wifdom has been fmit 
With Aveet Recefs, and languiflit for the Shade. 

This facred Shade, and Solitude, what is^it ? 
,*Tis the felt Prefence of the Deity. 
Few are the Faults we flatter when alone. 
Vice fmks in her Allurements, is ungilt. 
And looks, like other Objeds, black by Night. 
By Night an Atheift half-believes a God. 

Night is fair Virtue's immemorial Friend ; 
The confcious Moon, through ev'ry diftant Age 
Has held a Lamp to Wifdom ^ and let fail 
On Contemplation*^ Eye, her purging Ray. 
The fam*d Athenian^ he who woo'd from Heav'a 
Philo/ophy the fair, to dwell with Men, 
And form their Manners, not inflame their Pride^ 
While o'er bis Head, as fearful to moleft 
His laboring Mind, the Stars in Silence Aide, 
And feem all gazing on their future Guefl, 
See him foliciting his ardent Suit, 
In private Audience : All the live-long Night, 
Rigid in Thought, and motionlefs, he Hands ; 
Nor quits his Theme, or Pofture, till the Sua 
( Rude Drunkard rifing rofy from the Main I ) 
Difturbs his nobler intelledual Beam, 
And gives him to the Tumult of the World. 
Hail, precious Moments ! ftoPn from the black Wafle 
Of murder'd Time ! Aufpicious Midnight ! Hail ! 
The World excluded, ev'ry Paflion hufh'd. 
And open'd a calm Intercourfe with Heav'n, 
Here the Soul fits in Council ; ponders paft^ 
Predeftines future AdUon ; fees, not feels. 
Tumultuous Life ; and reafons with the Storm ; 
All her Lyes anfwers, and thinks down her Charms, 

X What awful Joy ! What mental Liberty ! 

I am not pent in Darknefs ; rather fay 
( If not too bold ) in Darknefs I'm embower'd. 
Delightful Gloom T the chft'ring Thoughts aroorid ' *>" 

Sjlpttt' 
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Spontaneous rife, and bloiTom in the Shade ; 
But d^oop by Day, and iicken in the Sun, 
Thought borrows Light elfewhere ; from that Firft Firej 
Fountain of Animation ! whence defcends 
Urania, my celeftial Gueft ! who deigns 
Nightly to viiit me, fo mean ; and now 
Confcious, how needful Difcipline to Man, 
From pleafing Dalliance with the Charms of Nighi 
My wand^ing Thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other Beat of Heart ; Narcissa's Tomb I 

Or is it feeble Nature calls me back, 
And breaks my Spirit into Grief asain? 
Is it a Stygian Vapour in my Blood ? 
A cold, flow Puddle, creeping thro' my Veins ? 
Or is it thus with all Men ? -Thus, with all. 
What are we ? How unequal ! Now we foar^ 
And now we fink ; to be thi fame^ tranfcends 
Our prefent Prowefs. Dearly pays the Soul. 
For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her Clay. 
Reafon, a baiHed Counfellor ! but adds 
The Blulh of Weaknefs, to the Bane of Woe.* 
The nobleft Spirit fighting her hard Fate, 
In this damp, duiky Region, charged with Storms^ 
But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; 
Or, flying, fliort her Flight, and fure her Fall. 
Our utmoft Strength, when down, to rife again; 
And not to yields tho' beaten y all our Praife. 

'Tis vain to feek in Men for more than Man. 
Tho' proud in Promife, big in previous Thought, 
Experience damps our Triumph. I, who late. 
Emerging from the Shadows of the Grave, 
Where Gr/V/^'detain'd me Prisoner, mounting high ' 
Threw wide the Gates of everlafting Day, 
And caird Mankind to Glory, fliook oflF Pain^ 
Mortality fliook oflT, in iEther pure. 
And ftruck the Stars \ noiv feel my Spirits fail i 
They drop me from the Zenith; down I rufli. 
Like him whom Fable fledg'd with waxen Wings, 



In 



Digitized by Google 



5»2 ^i&tf C O M P L A I N r } or. 

In Sorrow drown'd — but not, in Sorrow, loft. 
How wretched is the Man, who never moum'd f 
I dive for precious Pearl, in Sorrtywh Stream : 
Not fo the thooghtlefs Man that only grieves ; 
Takes all the Torment, and rejects the Gain 
(Ineftimable Gain 1) ; and gives Heav'n Leave 
To make him but more Wretched, not more Wife. 

If Wifdom is our LefTon (and what elfe 
Ennobles Man ? what elfe have Angels learnt ?) 
Gnef! more Proficients in thy School are made. 
Than Genius^ or proud Learning, e'er could boaft. . 
Voracious Learning, often over- fed, 
Digefts not into Senfe her motly Meal. 
This Book-cafe, with dark Booty almoft burft. 
This Forager (m others Wifdom, leaves 
Her Native Farm, her Reafon^ quite untijl'd. 
With mixt Manure fhe furfeits the rank Soil, 
Dung'd, but not dreft ; and rich to Beggary. 
A Pomp untameable of Weed prevails. 
Her Ser^ant^s Wealth incumbered Wifdom mourns. 

And what fays Genius ? " Let the Dull be Wife?' 
Genius, too hard for Right, can prove it Wrong ; 
And loves to boaft, where blufh Men lefs infpir'd. 
It pleads Exemption from the Laws of Senfe ; 
Confiders Reafon as a Leveller ; 
And fcorns to fhare a Blefling with the Croud. 
That Wife it could be, thinks an ample Claim 
To Glory, and to Pleafure gives the reft. 
Crassus but fleeps, Ardelio is undone. 
Wifdom\t{% ftiudders at a Fool, than Wit. 

But Wifdom fmiles, when humbled Mortals weep. 
When SorroiAJ wounds the Breaft, as Ploughs the Glebe,. . 
And Hearts obdurate feel her foft'ning Showen 
Her Seed Celeftial, then, glad Wifdom fows ; 
Her golden Harveft triumphs in the Soil. 
Ji fo, Narcissa ! welcome my Relapfe i 
I'll raife a Tax on my Calamity, 

And 



Digitized by Google 



JI5l5f)t^C50UQ;|)t|Ef, Sec. 93 

And reap rich Compenfation from my Pain, 
ni range the plenteous Intellectual Field ; 
And gather ev'ry Thought of fov'reign Power 
To chafe the moral Maladies of Man j 
Thoughts^ which may bear tranfplanting to the Skies, 
Tho' Natives of thh coarfe penuripus Soil ; 
Nor wholly wither there, where Seraphs fing, 
Refin'd, exalted, not annulled in Heaven. 
Reafon, the Sun that gives them Birth, the fame 
In either Clime, tho' more illuftrious There. 
Thefe choicely cuird, and elegantly rang'd. 
Shall form a Garland for Narcifah Tomb j 
And, peradveiiture, of no fading Flowers. 

Say, On what Themes fhall puzzled Choice defcend ? 
" Th'Importance of Contemplating the Tomb j 
•* Why Men decline it ; Suicided foul Birth ; 
** The various Kinds of Grief \ the Faults of Age ; 
'* And Deaths dread Charailer — invite my Song." 

And, firft, th' Importance of our End furvey'd. 
Friends counfel quick Difmiilion of our Grief: 
Miftaken Kindncfs ! our Hearts heal toofoon. 
Are 'They more kind than He, who flruck the Blow ? 
Who bid it do his Errand in our Hearts, 
And banifh Peace, till nobler Guefts arrive. 
And bring it back, a true, and endlefs Peace ? 
Calamities are Friends : As glaring Day 
Of thefe unnumberM Ludres robs our Sight ; 
Profperity puts out unnumbered Thoughts 
Of Import high, and Light divine, to Man. 

The Man how bleft, who, lick of gaudy Scenes, 
(Scenes apt to thruft between Us and Ourfclves !) 
Is led by Choice to take his fav'ritc Walk, 
Beneath DeatFs gloomy, filent, Cyprefs Shades, 
Unpierc'd by Vanity's fantaftic Ray ; 
To read his Monuments, to weigh his Duft, 

I Vifit his Vaults, and dwell among the Tombs ? 

kLjQ/(Enzo f read with me Narcissa's Stone ; 

I *" (Narcissa 
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(Narcissa was thy Fav'rite) let us read 

Her moral Stone; few Doftors preach fo well ; 

Few Orators fo tenderly can touch 

The feeling" Heart. What Pathos in the Date f 

Apt Words can ftrike, and yet in them we fee 

Faint Images of what we, here, enjoy. 

What Caufe have ive to build on Length of Life ? 

Timptations feizc, when Ftar is laid afleep j 

And 111 foreboded is our ftrongcft Guard. 

Sec from her Tomb, as from ah humble Shrine, 
fTruth^ radiant Goddcfs ! fallies on my Soul, 
And puts Delajson's dufky Train to Flight ; 
Difpcls the Mills our fultry Papons taife. 
From Objeds low, terreftrial, and obfcene ; 
And (hews the Real Eftimate of Things j 
Which no Man, unaiflidled, ever faw ; 
Pulls off the Veil from Virtues rifmg Charms j 
Dete6b Temptation in a thoufand Lyes. 
ffruth bids me look on Men, as Autumn Lesives, 
And all they bleed for, as the Summer's Duft, 
Driv'n by the Whirlwind ; lighted by her Beams, 
I widen my Horizon, gain new Powers, 
See T'hings invifible, feel Things remote. 
Am prefeht with Futurities j think nought 
To Man fo foreign, as the Joys pofTell ; 
Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the Grave. 

No Fo//y keeps its Colour in her Sight 
Pale Ivor Idly Wifdom lofes all her Charms ; 
In pompous Promife from her Schemes profound. 
If future Fate (he plans, 'tis all in Leaves, 
Like Sihyl^ unfublbntial^ fleeting Blifs ! 
At the firft Blaft it:vanifhes in Air. 
Not fo, Celeftial: Woujdfl: thou know, Lorenzo f 
How differ n^wrUl^ Wifdom, and Di'vine ? 
Juit as the waning, and the waxing Moon. . 
More empty ivot-Uly Wifdom ev'ry Day ; 
And ev'ry Day more fair her R't^val (hines. 
When Later^ there's Icfs Time to play the Fool. 

.•Soon 
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Soon our whole Term for Wifdom is expir'd 
(Thou know'ft fhe calls no Council in the Grave) ; 
And evcrlafting Fool is writ in Fire, 
Or real Wifdom wafts us to the Skies. 

As worldly Schemes referable ^ihyV^ Leaves, 
The good Man's Days to ^ibyV^ Books compare, 
(In antient Story read, thou know'ft the Tale) 
In Price ftill rifing, as in Number lefs, 
Incftimable quite his Final Hour. 
For That who Thrones can offer, offer Thrones ; 
Infolvcnt Worlds the Purchafe cannot pay. 
'* Oh let me die his Death I" all Nature cries. 
" Then live his Life"— All Nature falters there. 
Our great Phyfician daily to confult. 
To commune with the Grave, our only Cure. 

What Grave prefcribes the beft ? — A Friend's ; and yet. 
From a Friend's Grave, how foon we difengage ? 
Ev'n to the deareft, as his Marble, cold. 
Why are Friends ravifht from us ? 'Tis to bind. 
By foft Aifedion's Tyes, on human Hearts, 
The' Thought of Death, which Rea/otiy too fupine. 
Or miferoployed, fo rarely fattens There. 
IJor Reafon, nor AfFedlion, no, nor both 
Combined, can break the Witchcrafts of the World. 
Behold th' inexorable Hour at hand ! 
Behold th' inexorable Hour forgot ! 
And to forget it, the chief j^im of Life, 
Tho' well to ponder it, is life's chief End. 

Is Death, that ever threatening, ne'er remote. 
That all-important, and that only fure, 
(Come when he will) an unexpected Gueft ? 
Nay, tho' invited by thfc loudeft Calls 
Of blind Imprudence, unexpected ftill ? 
Tho' numerous Meffengers are fent before 
To warn his great Arrival. What the Caufe, 
The woiid'ro.us Caufe, of this Myfterious 111 ? 
AVL Hcav'n looks down aftonilh'd at the Sight. 
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Is it that Life has fown her Joys fo thick. 
We can't thruft in a fingle Care between ? 
Is it, that Life has fuch a Swarm of Cares, 
The Thought of Death can't enter for the Throng ? 
Is it, that lime deals on with downy Feet, 
Nor wakes Indulgence from her golden Dream ? 
To-day is fo like Yefterday^ it cheais ; 
We take the lying Sifter for the fame. 
Life glides away, Lorenzo ! like a Brook ; 
For ever changing, unpercelv'd the Change. 
In the fame Brook none ever bath'd him twice : 
To the fame Life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the Brook the fame ; the fame we think 
Our Life, tho' ftill more rapid in its Flow; 
Nor mark the Muih irrevocably laps'd. 
And mingled with the Sea. Or fhall we fay 
(Retaining ftill the Brook to bear us on) 
That Life is like a Vcflel on the Stream ? 
In Life embark'd, we fmoothly down the Tide 
Of Time defcend, but not on Time intent \ 
Amus'd, unconfcious of the gliding Wave ; 
Till on a fudden we perceive a Shock ; ' 

We ftart, awake, look out { what fee we ^here ? 
Our brittle Bark is burft on Qharon\ Shore. 

Is this the Caufe Death flies all human Thought ? 
Or is it. Judgment by the Will ftruck blind. 
That domineering Miftrefs of the Soul ! 
Like him fo ftrong by Dalilah the fair ? 
Or is it Fear turns ftartled Reafon back. 
From looking down a Precipice fo ftcep ? 
'Tis dreadful J and the Dread is wifely placed, 
hy Nature confcious of the Make of Man. 
A dreadful Friend it is, a Terror kind, 
A flaming Sword to guard the Tree of Life. 
By that unaw'd, in Life's moft fmiliog Hour, 
The Good Man would repine ; would^^rr Joys, 
And burn impatient for his promis'd Skies. 
The Bad on each pundilious Pi(jue of Pride, 
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3r Gloom of Humour, would give Rage the Rein, 
Bound o'er the Barrier, rufti into the Dark, 
And mar the Schemes of Providence below. 

* 
What Groan was that, Lorenzo ?— Furies! rife; 
And drown, in your lefs execrable Yell, 
Britannia s Shame. There took her gloomy Flight, 
On Wing impetuous, a Black fullen Soul, 
Blaftcd from Hell, with horrid Luft of Death. 
Thy Friend, the Brave, the Gallant Altamont^ 
So caird, fo thought — And then he fled the Field. 
Lefs bafe the Fear of Death, than Fear of Life. 
Britain^ infamous for Suicide ! 
An liland in thy Manners ! far disjoined 
From the whole World of Rationals belide ! 
In ambient Waves plunge thy polluted Head, 
Wafh the dire Stain, nor fhock the Continent. 

But thou be fhock'd, while I deted the Caufe 
Of ^elf-Affault^ expofe the Monftcr's Birth, 
And bid Ahhwrtnce hifs it round the World. 
Blame not thy 'Qime, nor chide the diftant Sun ; 
The Sun is innocent, thy Glimc ibfolv'd : 
Immoral Climes kind Nature never made. 
The Caufe I fing, in Eden might prevail. 
And proves. It is thy Folly, not thy Fate, 

The Soul of Man (Let Man in Homage bow. 
Who names his Soul), a Native of the Skies ! 
High-born, and free, her Freedom fhould maintain. 
Unfold, unmortgag'd for Earth\ little Bribes. 
Th' illuftrious Stranger, in this foreign Land, 
Like Strangers, jealous of her Dignity, 
Studious of Home, and ardent to return. 
Of Earth fufpicious. Earth's inchanted Cup 
With cool Referve light-touching, fhould indulge. 
On Immortality, her godlike Ta5e ; 
^^ere take large Draughts ; make her chief Banquet then, 

P _. But 
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But fome reje£b this Suflenance divine ; 
To beggarly vile Appetites defccnd j 
Afk Alms of Earth, for Guells that came from Heaven i 
Sink into Slaves ; andfell, forpre/ent Hire, 
Their rich Reverfion, and (what Aiares its Fate) 
Their native Freedom^ to the Prince who fways 
This nether World. And when his Payments fail. 
When his foul Baiket gorges them no more ; 
Or their palled Palates loath the Bafket full; 
Are inflantlyy with wild demoniac Rage, 
For breaking all the Chains of Providence, 
And burfting their Confinement ; tho* faft barrM 
By Laws divine and human ; guarded ibong 
With Horrors doubled to defend the Pafs, 
The blacked. Nature^ or dire Guilty can raife ; 
And moated round, with fathomlefs DtfiruBioti^ 
£ure to receive and whelm them in their Fall. 

Such, Britons ! is the Caufe^ to you unknown. 
Or worfe, o'erlook'd ; o'erlook'd by Magiftrates, 
Thus, Criminals themfelves. I grant the Deed 
Is Madnefs ; but the Madnefs of the Heart. 
And what is that ?. Our utmoft Bound of Guile 
A fenfual, unrefledling Life is big 
With monftrous Births, and Suicide^ to crown 
The black infernal Brood. The Bold to break 
Heav'n's Law fupreme, and defpcrately rufh 
Thro' facred Nature^ Murder, on their own, 
Becaufe they never think of Deaths they die. 
'Tis equally Man's Duty, Glory, Gain, 
At onoe to fhun, and meditate, his End. 
When by the Bed of Lapguifhment we fit, 
(The Seat oiWifdom! if our Choice, not Fate) 
Or, o'er our dying Friends, in Anguifh hang, 
Wipe the cold Dew, or ftay the finking He^, 
Number their Moments, and, in tsi^ty Clock, 
Start at the Voice of an Eternity ; 
See the dim Lamp of Life juft feebly lift 
An agonizing Beam^ at us to^ze. 
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Then fink again, and quiver into Death, 

That moft pathetic Herald of our own ; 

How re^d we fuch fad Scenes ? As fent to Man 

In pcrfeft Vengeance ? No 5 in Pity fent. 

To melt him down, like Wax, and then imprefs^ 

Indelible, Deathi^s Image on his Heart ; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himfelf. 

We bleed, we tremble ; we forget, we fmile. 

The Mind turns Fool, before the Check is dry; 

Our quick-returning Folly cancels all ; 

As the Tide niftiing rafes what is writ 

In yielding Sands, and fmooths the lettered Shore* 

Lorenzo ! haft thou ever weigh'd a 5/j^^ ? 
Or ftudy'd the Philofophy of Tears f 
(A Science, yet, unleftur'd in our Schools I) 
Haft thou ddcended deep into the Breaft, 
And feen their Source ? \i not|i|^fcend with me^ 
Aftd tYiacc thefe briny Riv'Iets toiPeir Springs, 

Our Fun'ral Tears, from different Caufes, rife. 
As if from feparate Cifterns in the Soul, 
Of various Kinds^ they flow. From tender Hearts, 
By foft Contagion call'd, fome burft at once. 
And ftream obfequious to the leading Eye. 
Ume ^fk more Time, by curious Art diftill'd* 
^cme Hearts in fecret hard, unapt to melt. 
Struck by the Magic of the Public Eye, 
Like Moses' fmitten Rock, gufh out amain. 
^ome weep to (hare the Fame of the Deceased, 
So high in Merit, and to them fo dear. 
They dwell on Praifes, which they think they fliare ; 
And thus, without a Blufh, commend Themfelves. 
^ome mourn in Proof, that fomething they could love. 
They weep not to relh've their Grief, but^^w. 
^ome weep in perfed Juftice to the Dead, 
Asconfcious all their Love is in Arrear. 
^ome mifchievoufly weep, not unapprised. 
Tears, fometimes, aid the Conqueft of an Eye. 
With what Addrdfs the foft Ephejtans draw 
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Their Sable Net-work o'er entangled Hearts ? 
As fccn thro' Cryflal, how their Rofcs glow. 
While Jiguid Pearl runs trickling down their Cheek ? 
Of hers not prouder Egypt'' s wanton Queen, 
Caroufing Gems, herfeltdifTolv'd in Love. 
Some weep at Deaths abftradled from the Dead^ 
And celebrate, like Charles their own Deceafe. 
By kind Conftruftion fome are deem'd to weep, 
Bccaufe a decent Veil conceals their Joy. 

Some weep in Earneft ; and yet weep in Vain i 
As deep in Indifcretion, as in Woe. 
Pajpofiy blind Pafllon ! impotently pours 
Tears, that defcrve more Tears 5 while Reafon fleeps; 
Or gazes, like an Idiot, unconcerned ; 
Nor comprehends the Meaning of the Storm ^ 
Knows not it fpeaks to li/^ a^d her a/on,e^ 
Irrationals all Sorrow anBpneath, 
That noble Gift ! that ravilege of Man / 
From ^crrcw's Pang, the £irth of cndlefs Joy. 
But l^hefe are barren of that Birth divine : 
They weep impetuous, as the Summer- Storm, 
And full as fhort ! The cruel Grief foon tam'd. 
They make a Paflime of the ftinglefs Tale ; 
Far as the deep-refou(iding Knell, they fpread 
The dreadful News, and hardly feel it more. 
J^Q Grain of Wifdom pay« ^he^n for their Woe, 

Half round the Globe^ the Tears pumpt up by Death 
Are fpent in watering V^ties of Life ; 
In making Tolly flourifh dill jnore fair. 
When the fick Soul, her wonted Stay withdrawn. 
Reclines on Earth, and forrows in the Dufl ; 
In dead of iQa.rning, there y her true Support p 
Tho' there thrown down her true Support to learn, 
Without Heav'n's Aid, impatient to be bleft. 
She crawls to the next Shrub, or Bramble vile, 
Tho' from the ftately Cedar's Arms fhe fell. 
With ilale, forefworn Embraces, clings anew, 
Tiie Stranger weds, and bloffoms, as before. 
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Prcfehts her Weed, well-faniied, at the Ball, 
And raffles for the Death's-Head on the Ring. 

So wept AuRELiA, till the deftin'd Youth 
Stept in, with his Receipt for making Smiles, 
And blanching Sables into bridal Bloom. 
Sq wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa^'s Fate ; 
Who gave that Angel Boy, on whom he doats ; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his Birth ! 
Notfuch, Narcissa, my Diftrefs for Thee, 
ril make an Altar of thy facred Tomb 
To facrifice to Wifdom. — What waft Thou ? 
*• Thung, Gay^ and Fortunate ! " Each yields a Theme; 
111 dwell on each, to fhun Thought more fevere ; 
(Heay'n knows I labour with feveref ftill f) 
ill dwell on each, and quite c^Bu^ thy Death. 
A Sour without Refledlion, likwPile 
Withoot Inhabitant^ to Ruin runs. 

And, Firft, thy Touth. What fays it to Grey Hairt ? 
Narcissa, Via become thy Pupil nonv — 
Early, Bright, Tranfient, Chafte, as Morning Dew, 
She fparkled, was exhal'd, and went to Heaven. 
Time on this Head has piow'd ; yet dill 'tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another's Grave. 
Cover'd with Shame I fpeak it. Age fevere 
Old worn-out Vice fets down for Virtue fair. 
With gracelefs Gravity, chaftiling Youth, 
That Youth challis'd furpafling in a Fault, 
Father of all, Forgetfulnefs of Death : 
As if, like Objefts prefling on the Sight, 
Death had advanced too near us to be feen : 
Or, that Life's Loan Time ripen'd into Right ; 
And Men might plead Prefcription from the Grave ; 
Deathlefs, from Repetition of Reprieve. 
Deathlefs I far from it ! fuch are dead already j 
Their Hearts are bury'd, and the World their Grave. y^ 
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Tell mc, fomc God f my Guardian Angel ! tcH, 
What thus infatuates ? what Inchantment plants 
The Phantom of an Age 'twixt us, and Death 
Already at the Door ? He knocks, we hear him, 
And yet we will not hear. What Mail defends 
Our untouchM Hearts ? What Miracle turns off 
The pointed Thought, which from a thoufand Quivers 
Is daily darted, and is daily fhunn'd ? 
We ftandy as in a Battle, Throngs on Throngs 
Around us falling ; wounded oft burfelves ; ' 
Tho' bleeding with our Wounds, immortal Hill f ' 
We fee Time's Furrows on another's Brow, 
And Death intrench'd, preparing bis Aflkult^ 
How'fcw thcmfelves, in that jiift Miif'ror, f*ce! 
Or, feeing, draw thejfllnference as ftrobg ! 
nere Death is certaiiSpoubtful Here : He mujf. 
And Joan ; We may, within an Age, expire. 
Though grey our Heads, our Thoughts and Aims ^e gredi ; 
Like damag'd Clocks, whofe Hand and Bell difient ; 
Folly fings Six, while Nature points at Twelve. 

Abfurd Longe^city ! More, More, it cries : 
More Life, more Wealth, more Trafli of ev'ry Kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when Rdifh fails I 
OhjeB, and Appetite, muft club for Joy j 
Shall Folly labour hard to mend the Bow, 
Baubles, I mean, that (bike us from wtbout. 
While Nature is relaxing ev'ry String ? 
Afk Thought for Joy ; grow rich and hoard tuithln. 
Think you the Soul, when this Life's Ratdes ceafe. 
Has nothing of more Manly to fucceed ? 
Contraft the Tafte immortal ; learn ev'n Now 
To relifh what alone fubfifts hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth your Toys for ever. 
Of Age the Glory is, to fwfjh to die. 
That W'ifh is Prat/e and Promi/e ; it applauds 
Paft Life, and promifes our future Blifs. 
What Weaknefs fee not Children in their Sires ? 
Grand-climadtericai Ai^fuMiues ! 
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Grcy-feair'd Authority, to Faults of Youth, 
How ihocking ? It makes Folly thrice a Fool ;. 
And our firft Childhood might our laft defpife. 
feace and Efteem is all that Age can hope. 
Nothing but Wifdom gives ^^ firft ; the lafty 
Nothing, but the Refute of being Wife, 
Folly bars both ; our Age is quite undone. 

What Folly can be ranker f Like our Shadows, 
, Our Wiihes lengthen, as our Sun declines. 
No Wiih fhould loiter, tben^ this Side the Grave, 
Our Hearts ihould leave the World, before the Knelf 
Calls for our Carcafes to mend the Soil. 
Enough to live in Tempeft, die in Port ; 
Jge fhould fly Concourfe, cover in Retreat 
Defeds oi Judgment ; and the Wilfs fubdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the filent, fq^emn Shore 
Of that vaft Ocean it mUft fail fo foon ; 
And put Goad-^orks on Board ; and wait the Wind 
That fhortly blows us into Worlds unknown j 
If oncon£der'd too, a dreadful Scene I 

All fhould be Prophets to themfelves ; forcfee 
Their future Fate ; their future Fate foretafte ; 
This Art would wafte the Bitternefs of Death. 
The Thonght of Death alone, the Fear deftroys. 
A Difaffedion to that precious Thought 
Is more than Midnight Darknefs on the Soul, 
Which deeps beneath it, on a Precipice^ 
PulF'd off by the firft Blaft, and loft for even 

Doft afk, Lorenzo, why fo warmly preft» 
By Repetition hammer'd on thine Ear, 
The Thought of Death ? That Thought is the Machine, 
The grand Machine ! that heaves us from the Duft, 
And rears us into Men. The Thought ply'd Home 
Will foon reduce the ghaftly Precipice 
O'er hanging Hell, will foften the Defccnt, 
And gently dope our Paflage to the Grave ; 
HOw warmly to be wiiht ! What Heart of Flefh 
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Would trifle widi Tremendous ? dare Extremes ? 
Yawn o'er the Fate of Infinite ? What Hand, 
Beyond the blackeft Brand of Cenfure bold, 
(To fpeak a Language too ivell known to Thee) 
Would at a Moment give its ali to Chance, 
And (lamp the Die for an Eternity ? 

Aid me, Narcissa ! aid me to keep Pace 
With Deftiny ; and ere her SciiTars cut 
My Thread of Life, to break this tougher Thread 
Of Moral Death, that ties me to the World. 
Sting thou my (lumb'ring Reafin to fend fortlx 
A Thought of Obfervation on the Foe ; 
To fally ; and furvey the rapid March 
Of his ten dioufand Meflengers to Man ; 
Who, jEHv-like, behind him turns them all. 
All Accident apart, by Nature fign*d. 
My Warrant is gone out, tho* dormant yet ; 
Ferhap behind one Moment lurks my Fate. 

Mull I t\itxifor<ward on\y look for Death ? 
Bachjcard I turn mine Eye, and find him there.:, 
Man is a Self-furvivor ev'ry Year, 
Man, like a Stream, is in perpetual Flow. 
Death's a Deftroyer of Quotidian Prey. 
My Youth ^ my Noon-t'tde^ His ; my Yefterday \ 
The bold Invader ftiares the prefent Hour. 
Each Moment on the Former ihuts the Grave. 
While Man is growing, Life is in Decreafe j 
And Cradles rock us nearer to the Tomb. 
Our Birth is nothing but bur Death begun ; 
As Tapers wade, that Inftant they take Fire. 

Shall we then fear, left that fhould come to pais. 
Which comes to pafs each Moment of our Lives ? 
If fear we muft, let that Death turn us pale. 
Which murders Strength and Ardor ; what remains 
Should rather call on Death, than dread his Call. 
Ye Partners of my Fault, and my Declme ! 
Thoughtlefs of Death, but when your Neighbour's Kndl 
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(Rude Vifitant I) knocks hard at your dull Senfc, 
And with its Thunder icarce obtains your Ear I 
Be Death your Tlieme, in evVy Place and Hour ; 
Nor longer want, ye Monumental Sires ! 
A Brother Tomb to tell you you (hall die. 
That Death you dread (fo great is Nature's Skill f) 
Know, you (hall courts before you (hall enjoy. 

But you are leam'd ; in Volumes, deep you fit j 
In Wifdom, (hallow : Pompous Ignorance f 
Would you be ftill more learned, than the Learned ? 
Learn well to know how much need not be known. 
And what that Knowlcge, which impairs your Senfe. 
Our needful Knowlege, like our needful Food, 
Unhedg'd, lies open in Life's common Field j 
And bids all welcome to the Vital Fead. 
You fcorn what lies before you in the Page 
Of 'Nature^ and Expert ence^ Moral Truth ; 
Of indifpenfable, eternal Fruit ; 
Fruit, on which Mortals feeding turn to Gods : 
And dive in Science for dillinguiflit Names, 
Difhonefl Fomentation of your Pride ; 
Sinking in Virtue, as you rife in Fame. 
Your Learning, like the Lunar Beam, affords 
Light, but not Heat ; it leaves you undevout,. 
Frozen at Heart, while Speculation fhines. 
Awake, ye curious Indagators ! fond 
Of knowing All, but what avails you known. 
If you would learn Deaths CharaSler ; attend. 
All Cafts of Condua, all Degrees of Health, 
All Dies of Fortune, and all Dates of Age, 
Together (hook in his impartial Urn, 
Come forth at random : Or if Choice is made. 
The Choice is quite farcaftic, and infults 
All bold Conjedlure, and fond Hopes of Man.^ 
What countlefs Multitudes, not only lea^vcy 
But deeply dtfappoint us,, by their Deaths f 
Tho' great our Sorrow, greater our Surprize.. 
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Like Other Tyrants, Death drfights to fmite. 
What, fmicten, tnoft proclaims the Pride of Power, 
And arbitrary Nod. His Joy fuprcme. 
To bid the Wretch furvive the Fortunate ; 
The Feeble wrap th' Athletic in his Shroud ; 
And weeping Fathers build theif Childrens Tomb : 

Me Thine, Narcissa ! .What tho' fhort thy Date? 

Virtue^ not rolling Suns, the Mind matures. 

That Life is long, which anfwers Life's great End. 

The Time that bears no Fruit, deferves no Name; 

The Man of Wifdom is the Man of Years. 

In hoary Youth Methusalbms may die ; 

O how mifdated on their fiatt ring Tombs ! 

Narctissa's Youth has ledlur'd me thus far. 
And can her Gaiety give Counfel too ? 
That, like the Je^s fam'd Oracle of Gems, 
Sparkles Inflruftion ; fuch as throws new Light, 
And opens more the CharaBer of Death ; 
111 known to thee, Lorenzo ! This thy Vaunt: 
•• Give Death his Due, the Wretched, and the Old; 
*« Ev'n let him fweep his Rubbifh to the Grave ; 
" Let him not violate kind Nature's Laws, 
'• But own Man born to Live^ as well as 2>//.'* 
Wretched 9Xi^ Old Thou giv'ft Him ; Young and Gay 
He takes ; and Plunder is a Tyrant's Joy. 
What if I prove, " The fartheft from the Fear^ 
** Are often neareft to the Stroke of Fate?" 

All, more than common, menaces an End. 
A Blaze betokens Brevity of Life : 
As if bright Embers (hould emit a Flame, 
Glad Spirits fparkled from N A rcissa's Eye,' 
And made Youth younger^ and taught life to livei 
As Nature's Oppofites wage endlefs War, 
For this Offence, as Treafon to the deep 
Inviolable Stupor of his Reign, 
Where I»^, and turbulent Ambition^ lleep, 
Ptatb took i^ih Yepgeance. As he Life detefls, 

More 
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More Life is (Hll more odious ; and, reduc*d 

By Conquefty aggrandizes more his Power. 

But wherefore aggran<fiz'd ? By Heav'n's Decree, 

To plant the Soul on her eternal Guard, 

In awful Expectation of our End. 

Thus runs Death's dread Commiffion : ** StHke, but fi, 

** As moft alarms the Living by the Dead." 

Hence Stratagem delights him, and Surprize ^ 

And cruel Sport with Man's Securities. 

Not iimple Conqueft, Triumph is his Aim ; 

And, where leaft fear*d, there Conqueft triumphs mo& 

This proves my bold Affertion not too bold. 

What are His Arts to-lgy our Fears afleep ? 
Tiberian Arts his Purpofes wrap up 
In deep Diiiimulation*s darkeft Night. 
Like Princes unconfeft in foreign Courts, 
Who travel under Cover, Death aiTumes 
The Name and Look of Life^ and dwells among us* 
He takes all Shapes that ferve his black Defigns : 
The' Mafler of a wider Empire far 
Than that, o'er which the Roman Eagle flew ; 
Like l^eroy he's a Fidler, Charioteer, 
Or drives his Phaetoriy in Female Guife ; 
Quite unfufpeded, till, the Wheel beneath. 
His difarray'd Oblation he devours. 

He moft afFedts the Forms leaft like himfelf. 
His ilender Self, Hence burly Corpulence 
Is his familiar Wear, and fleek Difguife. 
Behind the rofy Bloom he loves to lurk. 
Or ambufti in a Smile ; or wanton dive 
In Dimples deep ; Love's Eddies, which draw id^ 
Unwary Hearts, and fink them in Defpair. 
Such, on Narcissa's Couch, he loiter'd long. 
Unknown ; and, when detected, ftill was feen 
ToyW/f ; fuch Peace has Innocence in Death I 

Moft happy they I whom leaft his Arts deceive.' 
One Eye on Deaths and one full fix'd on Hea*ven^ ^ 

F 6 Become^ 

Digitized by Google 



io8 The COMPLAINT; ^r. 

Becomes a Mortal, and Immortal Man, 
Long on his Wiles a piqu'd and jealous Spy, 
IVc feen, or dreamt I faw, the Tyrant drefs ; 
Lay by his Horrors, and put on his Smiles. 
Say, Mufe, for thou remember'ft, call it back. 
And ihew Lorenzo the furprifing Scene; 
If 'twas a Dream, his Genius can explain. 

Twas in a Cirdc of the Gay I flood. 
Death wocild have entered; Nature puiht him back; 
Supported by a Do^or of Renown» 
His Point he gain'd. Then artfully difmift 
The Sage ; for Death defign'd to be conceal'd. 
He gave an old vivacious U|f er 
His meagre Afpedt, and his naked Bones ; 
In Gratitude for plumpmg up his Prey,. 
A pamper'd Spendthrift ; whofe fantaftic Air, 
WcU-falhion'd Figure, and cockaded Brow, 
He took in Change, and underneath the Pride 
Of coftly Linen, tuck'd his filthy Shroud. 
His crooked Bow he ilraiten'd to a Cane ; 
And hid his deadly Shafts in Myra's Eye. 

The dreadful Mafquerader, thus equipt, 
Out-fallies on Adventures. Afk you where ? 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar Haunts, 
Let this ixkfact ; fure as Night follows Day, 
Death treads in ?leafure\ Footfteps round the World, 
When Pleafure treads the Paths, which Reafin fhuns. 
When, againft Rea/on^ Riot fhuts the Door, 
And Gaie^ fupplies the Place of Senfe^ 
Then, foremoft at the Banquet, and the Ball, 
Dei^h leads the Dance, or ftamps the deadly Die ; 
Nor ever fails th^ midnight Bowl to crown. 
Gayly carouiing to his gay Compeers, 
Inly he laughs, to fee them laugh at him, 
As abfent far : And when the Revel burns. 
When Fear is banilht, and triumphant Thought, 
Calling for all the Joys beneath the Moon, 
Againft him turns (he Key; and bids him fup 
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With their Progenitors — He drops his Maik ; 
Frowns out at full ; thejr ftart, defpair, expire. 

Scarce with more fudden Terror and Surprize, 
From his black Mafque of Nitre, touched by Fire> 
He burds, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant Treachery, O 

And more than JimfU Conqueft, in the Fiend ? 

And now, Lorenzo, doll thou wrap thy Soul 
In foft Security, becaufe unknown 
Which Moment is commiiTion'd to deih-oy ? 
In Death's Uncertainty thy Danger lies. 
Is Death uncertain ? Thg|^Fore Thou be iixt ; 
Fixt as a Centinel, all Eye, all Ear, 
All Expedation of the coming Foe. 
Roufe, (land in Arms, nor lean againft thy Spear ; 
Left Slumber ileal one Moment o'er thy Soul, 
And Fate furprife thee nodding. Watch, be ftrong j 
Thus give each Day the Merit, and Renown, 
Of dying well ; tho' doom'd but once to die. 
Nor let Life's Period hidden (as from moft) 
Hide too from Thee the precious U/e of Life. 

Early, not fudden, was Narcissa's Fate. 
Soon, not furprifing, Death his Vifit paid. 
Her Thought went forth to. meet him on his Way, 
Nor Gaiety forgot it was to die. 
Tho' Fortune too (our third and final Theme), 
As an Accomplice, play'd her gaudy Plumes, 
And ev'ry glittering Gewgaw, on her Sight, 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its Mark. 
Death's dreadful Advent is the Mark of Man > 
And ev'ry Thought that mifles it, is blind. 
Fortune, with youth and Gaiety, confpir'd 
To weave a trip/e Wreath of Happinefs, 
(If Happinefs on Earth) to crown her Brow. 
And could Death charge thro' fuch a fhining Shield ? 
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That (hining Shield invites the Tyrant's Spear. 
As if to damp our elevated Aims, 
And ftrongly preach Humility to Man. 
O how portentous is Profperity ! 
How, Comet-like, it threatens, while it ihines ! 
Few Years but yield os Proof of De/ith'% Ambition 
To cull his Vidtims from the faireft Fold, 
And (heath his Shafb in all the Pride of Life. 
Wheni flooded with Abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent Honours, bloomM with ev'ry Blifs, 
Set up in Oftentation, made the Gaze, 
The gaudy Centre, of the public Eye, 
When Forturn thus has tofs'd%er Child in Air, 
Snatcht from the Covert of an humble State, 
How often have I fecn him dropt at once. 
Our Morning's Envy ! and our Ev'ning's Sigh ! 
As if her Bounties were the Signal given. 
The flow'ry Wreath to mark the Sacrifice, 
And call Death's Arrows on the deftin'd Prey. 

High-Fortune feems in cruel League with Fate. 
Aflc you for what ? To give his War on Man 
The deeper Dread, and more illuftrious Spoil ; 
Thus to keep daring Mortals more in Awe. 
And burns Lorenzo ftill for the Sublime 
Of Life? to hang his airy Neft on high. 
On the flight Timber of the topmoft Bough, 
Rockt at each Breeze, and menacing a Fall ? 
Granting grim Death at equal Diftance there ; 
Yet Peace begins juft where Amhition ends. 
What makes Man wretched ? Happinefs denfd? 
Lorenzo! no: 'Tis Happinefs ^/^«/V^. 
^he comes too meanly drefs'd to win our Smile | 
And calls herfelf Content^ a homely Name ! 
Our Flame is Tranfport, and Content our Scorn. 
Ambition turns, and Ihuts the Door againft her. 
And weds a Toil^ a Tempeft, in her Head ; 
A Timpeft to v^arm Trcvfport near of kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal State adxnits. 
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Life's modeft joys We rtrhi, while we raife ; 
And all our Ecftafies ate 'Wounds to Peace. 
Peace, the full Portion of Mankind below. 

And finte thy Peace is d^ar, ambitious Youth f 
Of Fortune fOfld ! 'as thoughtlcfs of thy- Fate ? 
As late I dr6w Diath\ Pidture, to ftir up 
Thy wholfome Fears ; n6w, drawn in Contraft, fee 
Gay Fortunis, thy vain Hopes to reprimand. 
Sec, high in Air, the fportive Goddefs hangs. 
Unlocks her Calkct, (preads her glitt'ring Ware, 
And cidls the giddy Winds to puff abroad* 
Her random Bounties o'er the gaping Throng. 
All rufti rapacious ; Friends o'er trodden Friends ; 
Sons o'er their Fathers, Subje6ls o'er their Kings, 
Priefts o'er their Gods, and Lovers o'er the Fair, 
(Still more ador'd) to fnatch the golden Show'r. 

Gold glitters moft, where Virtue fhines no more ; 
As Stars from abfent Suns have Leave to fhine. 
O what a precious Pack of Votaries 
Unkennell'd from the Prifons, and the Stews, 
Poor in, all op'ning in their Idol's Praife I 
AU, ardent, eye each Wafture of her Hand, 
And, wide-expanding their voracious Jaws, 
Morfel on Morfel fwallow down unchew'd, 
Un tailed, through mad Appetite for more ; 
Gorg'd to the Throat, yet lean and rav'nous flill. 
Sagacious All, to trace the fmalleft Game, 
And bold to feize the Greateft. If ( blell Chance f Y 
Court-Zephyrs fweetly breathe, they launch, they fly. 
O'er Juft, o'er Sacred, all forbidden Ground, 
Drunk with the burning Scent of Place or Pow'r, 
Staunch to the Foot of Lucre, till they die. 

Or,* if for Men you take them, as I mark 
Their Manners, Thou their various Fates furvey. 
With Aim mif-meafur'd, and impetuous Speed, 
S'me darting, ibike their ardent Wifh far off. 

Through 
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Through Fury to poffefs it : Some fucceed. 

But flumble, and let fall the taken Prize. 

From fome, by fudden Blafts, *tis whirPd away. 

Arid lodg'd in-Bofoms that ne'er dream'd of Gain. 

To /opu it IKcks fo clofe, that, when torn off, 

Tom is the Man, and mortal is the Wound. 

Some^ o'er-enamour'd of their Bags, run mad. 

Groan under Gold, yet weep for want of Bread. 

Together /ome ( unhappy Rivals ! ) feize. 

And rend Abundance into Poverty ; 

Loud croaks the Raven of the Law, and ibfiiles r 

Smilea too the Goddefs ; but fmiUs moil at thofe, 

( Juft ViiSdms of exorbitant Defire ! ) 

Whoipcrifh at their own Requeft, and, whelm'd 

Beneath her Load of lavifh Grants, expire. 

Fortune is famous for her Numbers llain. 

The Number fmall, which Happinefs can bear. 

Tho' various for a while their Fates ; at laft 

Om Curfe involves them AH : At Death's Approach, 

All read their Riches backward into Lofs,. 

And mourn, in juU Proportion to their Store.. 

And Death\ Approach { if orthodox my Song ) 
Is haften'd by the Lure of Fortuned Smiles. 
And art thou flill a Glutton of bright Gold ? 
And art thou ftill rapacious of thy Ruin ? 
Death loves a fhining Mark, a fignal Blow ;, 
A Blow, which, while it executes,, alarms ; 
And ftartles Thoufands, with a fingle Fall. 
As when fome ftately Growth of Oak, or Pine, 
Which nods aloft, and proudly fpreads her Shade, 
The Sun's Defiance ; and the Flock's Defence ; 
By the ftrong Strokes of lab'ring Hinds fubdu'd. 
Loud groans her laft, and, rulhing from her Height 
In cumb'rous Ruin, thunders to the Ground : 
The confcious Foreft trembles at the Shock, 
And Hill, and Stream, and diftant Dale, refound. 
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Thefe high-aim'd Darts of Dtatb^ and chefc alour^ 
Should I collefly my Quiver would be full. 
A Quiver, which, fufpended in mid Air, 
Or near HeavVs Archer, in the Zodiac, hung, 
( So could it be ) fhould draw the public Eye^ 
The Gaze and Contemplation of Mankind \ 
A ConflellatioD awful, yet benign. 
To guide the Gay thro' Life's tempeftuous Wave i 
Nor fu^Ter them to firike the common Rock, 
" From greater Danger to grow more fecure, 
•* And, wrapt in Happineft, forget their Fate.* 

Lysander, happy pad the common Lot, 
Was wam'd a Danger, but too gay to fear. 
He woo*d the fair Aspasia : She was kind : 
In Youth, Form, Fortune, Fame, they both were hleSt, 
All who knew, envy'd j yet in Envy lov'd : 
Can Fancy form more finiffit Happinefs ? 
Fixt was^the Nupdal Hour. Her ftately Dome 
Rofe on the founding Beach. The glittering Spires 
Float in the Wave, and break againfl the Shore : 
So break thofe glittVing Shadows, Human Joys. 
The faithlefs Morning fmil'd : He takes his Leave, 
To re-embrace in Ecftafies, at Eve. 
The rifine Storm forbids. The News arrives : 
Untold, Sie fkw it in her Servant's Eye. 
She felt it feen ( her Heart was apt to feel ) 5 
And, drown'd, without the furious Ocean's Aid, 
In fufFocating Sorrows, Ihares his Tomb. 
Now, round the fumptuous. Bridal Monument^ 
The guilty Billows innocendy roar ; 
And the rough Sailor palling drops a Tear. 
A Tear ? — Can Tears fuffice ?-^But not for me. 
How vain our Efforts I And our Arts, how vain ! 
The diftant Train of Thought I took, to (hun. 
Has thrown me on my Fate— T'/^^ died together; 
Happy in Ruin ! undivorc'd by Death ! 
Or ne er to meet, or ne'er to part, is Peace— 
Narcissa ! Pity bleeds at Thought of Thee. 
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Yet Thou waft orAy'near me ; not my/elf. 
Survive myfelf ? ^hat cures all other Woe. 
Narcissa lives ; Philander is forgot. 
O the foft Commerce I O the tender Tyes, 
Clofe-twifted with the Fibres of the Heart ! 
Which, broken, break them ; and drain off the Scut 
Of Human Joy ; and make it Pain to live — 
And is it then to live ? When fuch Friends part, 
*Tis the Survivor dies— —My Heart! no more 
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NIGHT the SIXTH. 

THE 

INFIDEL ReclaimU 

IN TWO PARTS. 

CONTAINING 

Tie Nature, Proof, and Importancb 
o/IMMORTALITY. 

PART THE FIRST. 

iVhere, among other Things, Glory and Riches 
are particularly confider'd. 

Humbly Infcrib'd to the Right Honourable 

HE N RT P E LHAM, 

?irft Lord Commissioner of the Treasury, and 

CliANCELLOR of thc EXCHE(^£R. 
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PR E FA C E 

'^EW Ages have been deeper in Bifpute about 
Religionj than this. The Difpute about Re- 
m^ and the PraSlice ofit^ feldomgo together, 
tjhorier^ therefore^ the Difpute^ the better. I 
nk it may be reduced to this ftngle ^ejiion^ Is 
an Immortal, or is he not ? If be is not^ all our 
fpuus are mere Amufements or Trials of Skill. 
thisCafey Truth, Reafon, Religion, which 
^e our Difcourfes fucb Pomp4ind Solemnity^ are 
f will be fhewn) mere empty SoMuds^ without 
f Meaning in them. But if Man is Immortal^ 
will behpve him to be veryferious about eternal 
njequences ; cr, in other PTords^ to be truly reli- 
us. And Jhis great fundamental Truths un- 
iblijh'dy or unawaken^d in the Minds of Men^ 
I conceive J th,e xt^ Source and Support of all 
' Infidelity \ how remote foenjier tke particular 
jeffions advanced may feem So be from it. 

Senfihle 
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Senfible Appearances affeSt moft Men mucB 
more than abftradt Reafonings ; and we daily ft 
Bodies drop around us, but the Soul is invtfihk 
The Power which Inclinadoti has over the Judg 
mcnt, is greater than can he well conceivtd \ 
thofe that have not bad an Experience of it ; am 
cf what Numbers is it the fad Inter eft , that Soul 
fhould notfurvive ! The Heathen JVorldconfefs^d 
that Shey rather hoped, thanfirnUy believed Im 
mortality \ and how many Heathens have weftil 
4imongft us I The f acred Page affures usj tba 
Ufe and Immortality is brought to Light by tb 
Cofpel: But by how many is the Gofpel rejeSed 
or overlooked! From tbefe Conjiderations, an 
from my being, accidentally, privy to the Senti 
ments of fome particular Perfons, I have been 
long perfuaded, that moft, if not all, our Infideh 
{whatever Name they take, and whatever Schem 
for Arguments fake, and to keep themfelves i 
Countenance,, ih^ patronize) arefupported in thei 
deplorable Error, by fome Doubt of their Iw 
mortality, at the Bottom. And I am, fatisfiei 
that Men once thoroughly convinced of their In 
mortality, are not far from being Cbriftian 
For it is hard to conceive, that a Man fully co\ 
Jcious, eternal Pain or Happinefs will certain 
be his Lot, fhould mt earneftly, and impartiall 
inquire after the fur eft Means of efc aping On 
/ind fecuring the Other. And of fnch an eam^ 
and impartial Inquiry, I well know the Conj 
^ucKce. 
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Were^ therefore^ in Proof of this moftfunda- 
ental ^rutb^ fome plain Arguments are offer* d\ 
Vguments derived from Principles which Infidels 
imit in common with Believers*, Arguments^ 
bich appear to me altogether irrejiftible ; and 
cb as I am fatisfied, will have great JVeight 
itb allj who giv4 themfelves the fmall Trouble 
' looking ferioufly into their own Bofoms^ and of 
ferving^ with any tolerable Degree of Attention^ 
bat daily paffes^ round about them, in the 
^orld. If fome Arguments Jhally Here, occur^ 
bicb Others have declined^ they are fubmitted^ 
itb all Deference^ to better Ju^ments in this, of 
I PointSy the moft important. For^ as to the 
nng of a God, that is no longer difputed ; but 
is undifputed, for this Re^on only, viz. Be- 
ufe where the leafi Pretence to Reafon is admit- 
i, it muft for ever be indifputable. And of 
nfequence no Man can be betrayed into a Dif 
'te of that Nature by Vanity ; which has a 
incipal Share in animating our modern Combat- 
'is againjt other Articles of our Belief 
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NIGHT the SIXTH. 

THE 

INFIDEL Reclaimed. 




HE • (for I know not yet her Name ia 

Heaven) 
Not early, like Narcjssa, left the Scene s 
Nor fudden, like Phi LANDER. What Avail? 
This feeming Mitigation but inflames ; 
This fanfy'd Med'cine heightens the Difeafe. 
"^^t longer known, the clofer ftill fhe grew ; 
And gradual Parting is a gradual Death. 
Tis the grim Tyrant's Engine, which extort* 
By tardy Preffure's ftili-increafmg Weight, 
I From hardeft Hearts^ Confeffion of DiHrefs. 

i the long, dark Approach thro' Years of Pain; 
I D«th's Gall'ry ! (might I dare to call it fo) 
f ^ith difmal Douht, and fable Terror, hung ; 
^ick Hope^s pale Lamp, its only glimmering Ray : 
There, Fate my melancholy Walk ordain'd, 
forbid Self'love itfelf to flatter. There. 



• lUftnlpg to Ni|ht the Fifth. 
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How oft I gaz'd, prophetically fadf 

How oft I law her dead, while yet in Smiles f 

In Smiles Ihe fuhk her Grief, to leffen tninf, ' 

She fpoke me Comfort, and increased my Pain. 

Like pow'rful Armies trenching at a Town, 

By flow, and filent, but refiflleS Sap, 

In his pale Progrefs gently gaining ground, 

Deatb urg'd his deadly Siege •, in fpite of Art, 

Of all the balmy Bleflings Nature lends 

To fuccour frail Humanity. Ye Stars I 

(Not now/// made familiar to my Sight) 

And thou, O Moon ! bear witnefs j many a Night 

He tore the Pillow from beneath my Head, 

Ty'd down my fore Attention to the Shock, 

By ceafelefs Depredations on a Life 

Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful Poll 

Of Obfervation ! darker ev'ry Hour ! 

Left dread the Day that drove me to the B«nk, 

And pointed. at Eternity below; 

When my Soul fhudder'd at Futurity; 

When, on a Moment*s Point, th' important Dye 

Of Life and Death fpun doubtful, ere it fell. 

And turn'd lip Life i my Title to more Woe. 

But why more Woe ? More Comfort let it be. 
Nothing is dead, but that which wifli'd to die ; 
Nothing is dead, but Wretchednefs and Pain ; 
Nothing is dead, but what incumber'd, gall'd, 
Block'd up the Pafs, and barr'd from real Lifs, 
Where dwells that Wifh moll ardent of the Wife f 
Too dark the Sun to fee it ; higheft Stars 
Too low to reach it ; Deaths great Death alone, 
O cr Stars and Sun, trhimphanr, lands us There. 

Nor dreadful our Tranfition ; tho' the Mind> 
An Artift at creating Self-alarms, 
Rich in Expedients for Inquietude, 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take ^ 

i)eath^s Portrait true ? The Tyrant never y^z/. ■ 

Our Sli^tch, all random Strokes, Conje^ure all ; 

2 Cloft 
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death, and his Image rifmg in the Brain, 
Bear faint Refemblance j never are alike ; 
fear (hakes the Pencil, Fancy loves Excefs, 
Dark Ignorance is lavifh of her Shades ; 
And nefe the formidable Piaare draw. 

But grant the Worft; 'tispaft; nev/ Profpefts rife 1 
And drop a Veil eternal o'er her Tomb. 
Far other Views our Contemplation clain. 
Views that o'ei^ay the Rigours of our Life ; 
Views that fufpend our Agonies in Death, 
Wrapt in the Thought of Immortality, 
Wrapt in the fingle, the triumphant Thought! 
Long Life might lapfe. Age unperceiv'd come on > 
And find the Soul unfated with her Theme. 
Its Nature, Proof, Importance, fire my Song. 
that my Song could emulate my Soul \ 
Like her. Immortal. No !— the Soul difdain» 
A Mark fo mean ; far nobler Hope inflames » 
If endlcfs Ages can outweigh an Hour, 
Let not the Laurel^ but the Palm^ infpirc. 

Thy Nature, Immortality? who knows ? 
And yet who knows it not? It is but Life 
In ftronger Thread of brighter Colour fpun. 
And fpun for evfer ; dipt by cruel Fate 
In Stygian Dye, how f/aci, how l>rittle here I 
How (hort our Correfpondence with the Sun ! 
And while it lafts. Inglorious ! Our bell Deeds, 
How wanting in their Weight I Our higheft Joys 
Small Cordials to fupport us in our Pain, 
And give us Strength to fuffer. But how Great 
To mingle Int'refts, ConVerfe, Amities, 
With all the Sons of Riafon, fcatter'd wide . . 
Through habitable Space, wherq-ever boin, 
Howe'er endow'd ! To live free Citizens 
Of univerfal Nature ! To lay hold 
By more than feeble Faith on the Supnme ! 
To call H^aVVs rich unfathomable Mine* 

G 2 (Mines, 
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(Mines, which fupport Archangels in their State) 

Oar own ! To rile in Science, as in Blifs, 

Initiate in the Secrets of the Skies f 

To read Creation ; read its mighty Plan 

In the bare Bofom of the Deity f 

The Plan, and Execution, to collate f 

To fee, before each Glance of piercing Thought, 

All Cload, all Shadow, blown remote ; and leave 

No Myftery- but that of Love Divine, 

Which lifts ai on the Seraph's flaming Wing, 
From Earth's Aceldama^ this Field ofBlood, 
Of inward Anguifli, and of outward 111, 
From Darknefs, and from Dull, xofuch a Scene ! 
Love's Element I true Joy's illuftrious Home f 
From Earth's fad Contraft (now deplor'd) more fair I 
What extjuifite Viciflitude of Fate ! 
Bleft Abfolution of our blackeft Hour \ 

Lorenzo, thefe are Thoughts that make Man Man, 
The Wife ilhimine, aggrandize the Great. 
How Great (while yet we tread the kindred Clod, 
And ev'ry Moment fear to fink beneath 
The Clod njot tread ; fooa trodden by our Sons) 
How Great, in the wild Whirl of TVW's Purfuits 
To ftop, and paufe, involv'd in high Prefagc, 
Through the long Vifto of a thoufand Years, 
To ftand contemplating our difbnt Selves, 
As in a magnifying Mirror feen, 
Enlarg'd, Ennobl^, Elevate, Divine! 
To prophefy our own Futurities ! 
To gaze in Thought on what all Thought tranfcends ! 
To talk, with Fellow- Candidates, of Joys 
As far beyond Conception, as Defert, 
Ourfelvcs th' aftonifti'd Talkers, and the Tale ! 

Lorenzo, fwdls thy Bofom at the Thought ? 
The Swell becomes thee : 'Tis an honeft Pride. 
Revere thyfelf >— — and yet thyfelf defpife. 
His Nature no Man can o'er-rate ; and none 
Can undci-ratc his Merits Take goodiieed, „ 
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Nor there be modeft, where thou fhouldft be proud ; 

That almoll univerlal Error fhun. 

Bovfjufi our Pride, when we behold fbo/i Heights I 

Not thofe Ambition paints in Air, but thofe 

Reafon points out, and ardent Virtue gains j 

And Aqgels emulate ; our Pride how juft ! 

When mount we ? when thefe Shackles cafl hwhcn quit 

This Cell of the Creation ? this fmall Neft, 

Stuck in a Comer of the Univerfe, 

Wrapt up in fleecy Cloud, and fine-fpun Air ? 

Fine-fpun to Senfe 5 but grofs and feculent 

To Souls celeftial ; Souls ordain'd to breathe 

Ambrofial Gales, and drink a purer Sky ; 

Greatly triumphant on Timers farther Shore, 

Where Virtue reigns, enrichM with full Arrears i 

While Pomp imperial begs an Alms of Peace. 

In Empire high, or in proud Science deep. 
Ye bom of Earth f on what can you confer. 
With half the Dignity, with half the Gain, 
The Guft, the Glow of rational Delight, 
As on this Theme, which Angels praife, and fhare ? 
Man*s Fates and Favours are a Theme in Heaven. 

What wretched Repetition cloys us here f 
What periodic Potions for the Sick ! 
Diftemper'd Bodies I and diHemper'd Minds ! 
In an Eternity, what Scenes ihall ftrike I 
Adventures thicken ? Novelties furprife I 
What Webs of Wonder ihall unravel, there ! 
What full Day pour on all the Paths of Heaven, 
And light th' Almighty's Footfleps in the Deep \ 
How (hall the blefied I^ay of our Difcharge 
Unwind, at once, the Labyrinths of Fate, 
And ftraiten its inextricable Maze ! 

If inextinguiihable Thirft in Man 
To know ; how rich, how full, our Banquet Hgre ! 
Herff not the Moral World alone unfolds ; 
The World Material, lately fecn in Shades, 
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And, in thofe Shades, by Fragments only feen. 
And feen thofe Fragments by the lairing Eye, 
Unbroken, now, ilTailrious, and intire. 
Its ample Sphere, its univerfal Frame, 
In full Dimenfions, fwells to the Survey ; 
And enters, at one Glance, the ravlfht Sight. 
Prom feme fuperior Point (where, who can tell ? 
Suffice it, 'tis a Point where Gods refidc) 
How fhall the Granger Man's illumin'd Eye, 
In the vaft Ocean of unbounded Space, 
Behold an Infinite of floating Worlds 
Divide the Cryftal Waves of Ether pure. 
In endlefs Voyage, without Port ? The ieafi 
Of thefe diiTcminated Orbs, how great ? 
Great as they are, what Numbers Thefe furpafs. 
Huge, as Lenjiathan^ to that fmall Race, 
Tkofe twinkling Multitudes of little Life, 
He fwallows unperceiv'd ! Ztufendous Thefe ! 
Yet what are thefe ftupendous to the Whole f 
As Particles, as Atoms, ill-perceiv'd j 
As circulating Globules in our Veins ; 
So vaft the Plan : Fecundity Divine ! 
Exuberant Source ! perhaps, I wrong thee ftill. 

If Admiration is a Source of Joy, 
What Tranfport hence ? Yet this the Leaft in Heaven. 
What This to that illuftrious Robe He wears 
Who toft this Mafs of Wonders from his Hand, 
A Specimen, an Earneft, of his Power ? 
'Tis, to that Glory, whence all Glory flows. 
As the Mead's meaneft FlowVet to the Sun, 
Which gave it Birth. But what, this Sun of Heaven ? 
This Blifs fupreme of the fupremely Bleft ? 
Death, only Death, the Queftion can refolve. ' 
By Death, cheap-bought th' Ideas of our Joy ; 
The bare Ideas! Solid Happinefs 
So diftant from its Shadow chas'd below. 

And chafe we dill the Phantom thro' the Fire, 
O'er Bog, and Brake, and Precipice, till Death ? 

And 
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Defy the Dangers of the Field, and Flood, 

Or, Spider-like, fpin out our precious All, 

Our more than Vitals fpin (if no Regard 

To great Futurity) in curious Webs 

Of fubtle Thought, and exquifite De/ign ; 

(Fine Net; work of the Brain !) to catch a Fly ? 

Tfee momentary Buz of vain Renown ! 

A Name, a mortal Immortality ! 

Or (meaner ftill I) inftead of grafping Air, 
For fordid Lucre plunge wc in the Mire ? 
Drudge, fweat, thro' evVy Shame, for ev'ry Gain, 
For vile contaminating Tra(h ; throw up 
Our Hope in Heav'n, our Dignity with Man ? 
And deify the Dirt, matur'd to Gold ? 
Ambition^ A'u'rice ; the two Demons^ thefe 
Which goad thro' ev'ry Slough our Human Herd, 
Hard-travel'd from the Cradle to the Grave. 
How low the Wretches ftoop I How fteep they climb I 
Tbefe Demons hxxTn Mankind ; but mod pofTefs 
Lorenzo's Bofom, and turn out the Skies. 

Is it in 7ime to hide Eternity ? 
And why not in an Atom on the Shore, 
To cover Ocean ? or a Mote, the Sun ? 
Glory, and Wealth ! have They this blinding Power ? 
What if to Them I prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Would it furprife Thee ? Be thou then furpris'd ; 
Thou neither know'fl : Their Nature learn from me. 

Mark well, as foreign as Thefe SuhjeSls feem. 
What clofe Connexion ties them to my Theme. 
Firft, what is True Ambition ? The Purfuit 
Of Glory, nothing lefs than Man can fhare. 
Were they as vain, as gaudy-minded Man, 
As flatulent with Fumes of Self-applaufe, 
Their Arts and Conquefts Animals might boaft. 
And claim their Laurel Crowns, as well as We ; 
But not Celejlial, Here we (land alone ; 
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As in our Form, diflin6l, pre-eminent; 

If prone in Thought, our Stature is our Shame, 

And Man (hould blufh, his Forehead meets the Skies« 

The FM/i and Prefint are for Brutes, 

A flendfer Portion ! and a narrow Bound ! 

Thefe Rea/on, with an Energy divine, 

O'erleaps ; and claims the Future and Uft/fen ; 

The vaft Unfeen I the Future fathomlefs ! 

When the great Soul buoys up to this high Pomt^ 

Leaving grofs Nature^s Sediments below. 

Then, and then only, jidatn's Offspring quits 

The Sage and Hero of the Fields and Woods, 

AiTerts his Rank, and rifes into Man. 

7his is Ambition : This is Human Fire. 

Can Parts or Place (two bold Pretenders t) make 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the Throng ^ 

Genius and Jrt^ Ambition's boafted Wings, 
Our Boaft but ill deferve. A feeble Aid f 
Dedalian Engin'ry I If Thefe alone 
Affift our Flight, Fame's Flight is Glorfs Fall. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er fo high. 
Our Height is but the Gibbet of our Name. 
A celebrated Wretch when I behold. 
When I behold a Genius bright, and bafe. 
Of tow'ring Talents, and terreftrial Aims ; 
Methinks I fee, as thrown from her high Sphere, 
The glorious Fragment of a Soul immortal. 
With Rubbifli mixt, and glitt'ring in the Duft. 
Struck at the fplendid, melancholy Sight, 
At once CompaJJion foft, and En'vyy rif e 
But wherefore Envy ? Talents Angel-bright, 
If wanting Worth, are ihining Inllruments "^ 

Jn falfe Ambition's Hand, to finifh Faults 
lUuftrious, and give Infamy Renown. ^- 

Great /// is an Atchievement of great Powers. 
Plain Senfe but rarely leads us far allray. 
Reafon the Means, AffeBlons chufe our End ; 
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Means have no Merit, if our End amifs. 

If wrong our Hearts, our Heads are right in vain ; 

What is a Pelham s Head^ to Pelham*s Heart ? 

Hearts are Proprietors of all Applaufe. 

Right Ends, and Means, make Wifdom : Worldly- wife 

Is but half-witted, at its highed Praife. 

Let Genius then defpair to make thee ereat 5 
Nor flatter Station : What is Station high ? 
^Tis a proud Mendicant ; it boaib, and begs ; 
It begs an Alms of Homage from the Throng, 
And oft the Throng denies its Charity. 
Monarchs, and Miniilers, are awful Names ; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our Devoir. 
Religion, public Order, Both exa£l 
External Homage, and a fupple Knee, 
To Beings pompoufly fet up, to ferve 
The meaneft Slave j all more is Merit's Due^ 
Her facred and inviolable Right ; 
Nor ever paid the Monarchy but the Man, 
Our Hearts ne'er bow but to fuperior Worth 1 
Nor ever fail of their Allegiance there. 
Fools, indeed, drop the Man in their Accountu 
And vote the Mantle into Majelly. 
Let the fmall Savage boaft his Silver Fur; 
His royal Robe unborrow'd, and unbought. 
His flw», defcending fairly from his Sires, 
Shall Man be proud to wear his Livery, 
And Souls in Ermin fcorn a Soul without ? 
Can Place or leiTen us, or aggrandize ? 
Pygmies are Pygmies ftill, tho' percht on Alps ; 
And Pyramids are Pyramids in Vales. 
E^h Man makes his own Stature, builds himfelf : 
Virtue alone out-builds the Pyramids ; 
Hej^onuments ftiall laft, when Egyft'*$ fall. 

Of thefe fure Truths doft Thou demand the Caufe) 
The Caufe is lodg'd in Immortality 
Hear, and aflent. Thy Bofom burns for Power j. 
What -Station charms thee i Hi iniiall thee there ; 
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'Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before waft fomething lefs than Man. 
Has thy new Poft betray'd thee into Pride ? 
That treach'rous Pride betrays thy Dignity ; 
That Pride defames Humanity, and calls ', 
The Being niie^n, which Staffi or Strings can raifc. 
That Pride, like hooded Hawks, in Darknefs foars, 
From Blindnefs bold, and towVing to the Skies. 
'Tis bom of Ignorance^ which knows not Man 
An Angel's Second ; nor his Second long. 
A Nero quitting his Imperial Throne, 
And courting Glory from the tinkling String, 
But faintly fhadows an immortal Soul, 
With Empire's Self, to Pride, or Rapture, fir'd. 
If nobler Motives minifter no Cure, 
Ev'n Vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High Worth is elevated Place : 'Tis more ; 
It makes the Poft ftand Candidate for Thee ; 
Makes more than Monarchs, makes an honeft Man ; 
Tho' no Exchefutr it commands, 'tis Wealth ; 
And tho' it wears no Ribbon^ 'tis Renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, tho' difgrac*d, . 
Nor leave thee pendent on a Mafter's Smile. 
Other Ambition Nature intcrdifts ; 
Nature proclaims it moft abfurd in Man, 
By pointing at his Origin, and End ; 
Milk, and a Swathe, at firfiy his whole Demand ; 
His whole Domain, at laft^ a Turf, or Stone; 
To whom, bettveen^ a World may feem too imalL 

Souls truly great dart forward on the Wing 
Of juft Ambition, to the grand Refult, 
The Curtain's Fall ; there, fee the bulkin'd Chief 
Unftiod behind this momentary Scene ; 
Reduc'd to his own Stature, low or high, • 

As Vice, or Virtue, finks him, or fublimcs } 
And laugh at this fantaftic Mummery, 
This antic Prelude of grotefque Events, 
Wheri^ DwaFfs are often ftilted^ and betray 
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A Littlenefs of Soul by Worlds o'er-run. 
And Nations laid in Blood. Dread Sacrifice 
To Chriftian Pride ! which had with Horror ftiockt 
The darkeft Pagans, oiFer'd to their Gods. 

O Thou moft Chriftian Enemy to Peace f 
Again in Arms ? Again provoking Fatq ? 
That Prince, and That alone, is truly Great, 
Who draws the Sword relu6tant, gladly (heaths j 
On Empire builds what Empire far outweighs. 
And makes his Throne a Scaffold to the Skies. 

Why this fo rare ? Becaufe forgot of all 
The Day of Death ; that venerable Day, 
Which fits as Judge ; that Day, which fhall pronounce 
On all our Days, abfolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo, never fhut thy Thought againil it ; 
Be Le*vees ne'er fo full, afford it Room, 
And give it Audience in the Cabinet, 
That Friend confulted, Flatteries apart. 
Will tell thee fair, if Thou art Great, or Mean. 

To doat on aught may leave us, or be left. 
Is That Ambition ? Then let Flames defcendy 
Point to the Centre their inverted Spires, 
And learn Humiliation from a Soul, 
Which boafts her Lineage from celeftial Fire. 
Yet ^hefe are they, the World pronounces wife. 
The World, which cancels Nature's Right and Wrong, 
And cafts ne^w Wifdom : Ev'n the grave Man lends 
His folemn Face, to countenance the Coin. 
Wifdom for Parts is Madnefs for the Whole. 
This flamps the Paradox, and gives us leave 
To call the Wifeft weak, the Richell poor. 
The moft Ambitious, Unambitious, Mean ; 
In Triumph, mean ; and abjedl on a Throne. 
Nothing can make it lefs than mad in Man, 
To put forth all his Ardor, all his Art, 
And give his Soul her full unbounded Flight, 
But reaching ////z?, who gave her Wings to fly. 
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When blind Ambition quite miftakes her Road, 
And downwards pores, for that which Ihines above, 
Subfbmtial Happinefs, and true Renown ; 
Then, like an Idiot gazing on the Brook» 
We leap at Stars, and faften in the Mud ; 
At Glory grafp, and fmk in Infamy, 

Jmbition ! powerful Source of Good and III ? 
Thy Strength in Man, like Length of Wing in Birds, 
When difengag'd from Earth, with greater Eafe, 
And fwiftcr Flight, tranfports us to the Skies : 
By Toys entangled, or in Guilt bemjr'd, 
Ic turns a Curfe ; it is our Chain, and Scourge, 
In this dark Dungeon, where confined we lie, 
Qofe-grated by the fordid Bars of Senfe 5 
All Profpeft of Eternity ihut out ; 
And, but for Execution, ne^er fet free. 

With Error in Ambition juftly charg'd, 
► Find we Lorenzo wifer in his Wealth ? 
What if thy Rental I reform ? and draw 
An Inventory new to fet thee right ? 
Where, thy true Treafure ? Gold fays, " Not in me," 
And, " Not in me,*' the Di'mond. Gold is poor; 
lndieC% infolyent : Seek it in Thyfelf, 
Seek in thy naked Self, and find it There; 
In Being fo defcended, form'd, endowed ; 
Sky-born, iky-guided, Iky- returning Race f 
Ereft, Immortal, Rational, Divine I 
In Senfesy which inherit Earth, and Heavens ; 
Enjoy the various Riches Nature yields ; 
F'ar nobler ; gi<ve the Riches they enjoy ; 
Give Tafte to Fruits ; and Harmony to Groves ; 
Their radiant Beams to Gold, and Gold's bright Sire; 
Take in, at once, the Landfchape of the World, 
At a fmall Inlet, which a Grain might clofe. 
And half create the wond'rous World they fee. 
Our Senfes^ and our Reafin, are divine. 
But for the magic Organ's powrful Charm, 
Earth were a rude, uncolour'd Chaos ftill. ' 
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OhjeSs are but th' Occafion ; ours th' Exploit ; 

Ours is the Cloth, the Pencil, and thd Paint, 

Which Nature's admirable Pidtures draws ; 

And beautifies Creation's ample Dome. 

Like Milton's E've, when gazing on the Lake, 

Man makes the match! efs Image, Man admires. 

Say then. Shall Man, his Thoughts atl fent abroad, 

Superior Wonders in Himfelf forgot. 

His Admiration wafte on Objedls round. 

When Heav'n makes Him the Soul of all he fees ? 

Abfurd ! not rare ! fo Great, fo Mean, is Man. 

What Wealth in 5«»/?/ fuch as thcfe ! What Wealth 
In Fancy f fir'd to form a fairer Scene, 
Than Sen/e furveys I In Mem^/s firm Record, 
Which, fhould it perifli, could this World recall 
From the dark Shadows of o'erwhelming Years I 
In Colours frefh, originally bright 
Preferve its Portrait, and report its Fate f 
What Wealth in InteJ/e^, that fov'reign Power ! 
Which Sen/e, and Fancy, fummons to the Bar j 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; 
And from the Mafs thofe Un^er lings import. 
From th^ir Materials lifted, and refin'd, 
And in TrutJb^s Balance accurately weighed. 
Forms ^rt, and Science, Go'vernment, and Lai*; i 
The folid Bafis^ and the beauteous Frame, 
The Vitals, and the Grace of Ci'i;// Life ! 
And Manners (fad Exception !) fet afide. 
Strikes out, with Mafter-hand, a Copy fair 
Of His Idea, whofe indulgent Thought 
Long, long, ere Chaos teem'd, plann'd human Blifs. 

What Wealth in Souls that foar, dive, range around, 
DifdainiDg Limit, or from Place, or Time ; 
And hear at once, in Thought extenfive, hear 
Th' Almighty Fiat, and the Trumpet^s Sound! 
Bold, on Creation's Outfide walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e'er ihall be ; 
Comxnanding, with Omnipotence of Thought, 
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Creations new in Fancy's Field to rife f 
Souls, that can grafp whate'er th' Almighty made. 
And wander wild, through Things impoffible ! 
What Wealthy in Faculties of endlefs Growth, 
In quenchlefs Pajftotu violent to crave. 
In Liberty to chufe, in P^otV to reach. 
And in Duration (how thy Riches rife !) 
Duration to perpetuate boundlefs Blifs f 

Alk you, what Power refides in feeble Man 
That Blifs to gain ? Is Virtue* %^ then, unknown ? 
Virtue, our prefent Peace, our future Prize. 
Man's unprecarious, natural Eflate, 
Improveable at Will, in Virtue, lies ; 
Its Tenure furc i its Income is divine. 

High-built Abundance, Heap on Heap f for what ? 
To breed new Wants, and beggar us the more ; 
Then, make a richer Scramble for the Throng ? 
Soon as this feeble Pulfe, which leaps fo long 
Almofl by Miracle, is tir'd with Play, 
Like Rubbifh from difploding Engines thrown. 
Our Magazines of hoarded Trifles fly ; 
Fly diverfe ; fly to Foreigners, to Foes ; 
New Matters court, and call the former Fool 
(How juilly I) for Dependence on their Stay. 
Wide fcatter, firft, our Play-things, then, our Dull. 

Doft court Abundance for the fake of Peace ? 
Learn, and lament, thy felf-defeated Scheme : 
Riches enable to be richer ilill ; 
And, Richer ftilly what Mortal can refill ? 
Thus Wealth (a cruel Tafk-mafter?) injoins 
New Toils, fucceeding Toils, an endlefs Train ! 
And murders Peace, which taught it firft to fliine. 
The Poor are balfvis wretched, as the Rich 5 
Whofe proud and painful Privilege it is. 
At once, to bear a double Load of Woe ; 
To feel the Stings of Emjy^ and of Want, 
Outrageous 'Want ! both India cannot cure. 
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A Competence is vital to Content. 
Much Wealth is Corpulence, if not Difeafe ; 
Sick, or incumbered, is our Happinefs. 
A Competence is all we can enjoy, 
O be content, where Heav n can give no more ! 
More, like a Flafti of Water from a Lock, 
Quickens our Spirit's Movement for an Hour; 
But foon its Force is fpent, nor rife our Joys 
Above our native Temper's common Stream. 
Hence Difappointment lurks in ev'ry Prize, 
As Bees in Flowr's ; and ftings us with Succcfs. 

The rich Man, who denies it, proudly feigns ; 
Nor knows the Wife are privy to the Lye. 
Much Learning Ihews how little Mortals know ; 
Much Wealth, how little Worldlings can enjoy: 
At beft, it babies us with endlefs Toys, 
And keeps us Children till we drop to Duft. 
As Monkies at a Mirror ftand amaz'd. 
They fail to find, what they fo plainly fee ; 
Thus Men, in ihining Riches, fee the Face 
Of Happinefs, nor know it is a Shade ; 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again. 
And wifh, and wonder it is abfent flill. 

How Few can refcue Opulence from Want ! 
Who lives to "Nature^ rarely can be poor ; 
Who lives to Fancy ^ never can be rich. 
Poor is the Man in Debt ; the Man of Gold, 
In Debt to Fortune^ trembles at her Pow'r. 
The Man of Reafon fmilcs at Her and Death. 
O what a Patrimony this I A Being 
Of fuch inherent Strength and Majefty, 
Not Worlds poffeft can raife it ; Worlds deflroy'd 
Can't injure j which holds on its glorious Courfe, 
When thine, O l^ature ! ends 5 too bleft to mourn 
Creation's Obfequies. What Treafure, thh ! 
The Monarch is a Beggar to the Man. 
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Immortal f Ages paft, yet nothing gone ! 
Morn withoat Eve ! A Race without a Goal f 
Unihonen*d by Progrefiion infinite f 
Futurity for ever future ! Life 
Beginning (HI], where Computation ends f 
Tis the Defcription of a Deity ! 
*Tis the Defcription of the meaneft Slave : 
The meanefi Slave dares then Lorenzo fcorn? 
The meaneft Slave thy /oru*re/gn Glory fhares. 
Proud Youth ! faflidious of the Icrwer World f 
Man*s lawful Pride includes Humility ; 
Stoops to the Lowed ; is too great to find 
Jnferiors -, all Immortal I Brothers all ! 
Proprietors ettrnal of thy Love. 

Immortal!- What can flrike the ^enfe fo ftrong. 
As this the Soul? It thunders to the Thought ; 
Ria/on amazes ; Gratitude o'erwhelms ; 
No more we flumber on the Brink of Fate ; 
RousM at the Sound, th* exulting Soul afcends. 
And breathes her native Air ; an Air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal Fires 5 
Quick- kindles all that is divine within us ; 
Nor leaves one loitVing Thought teneath the Stars. 

Has not Lorenzo*s Bofom caught the Flame ? 
Immortal! Was but one Immortal, how 
Would others envy ! How would Thrones adore f 
Becaufe 'tis common, is the Bleffing loft ? 
How tJjts ties up the bounteous Hand of Heaven I 
O vain, vain, vain ! all elfe ; Eternity ! 
A glorious, and a neetfful Refuge that^ 
From vile Imprifonment in abjed Views. 
'Tis Immortality, 'tis That alone. 
Amid Life's Pains, Ahafements, Emptinefs^ 
The Soul can comfort, elevate, zxAJilL 
That only, and That amply, this performs ; 
Lifts us above Life's Pains, her Joys above % 
Their Terror thofe j and tbefe their Luftrc lofe ; 
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lormty depending covers all ; 
Eternity depending all atchieves ; 
Sets Earth at Diftance ; calls her into Shades ; 
Blends her Diftindions ; abrogates her Powers; 
The Low, the Lofty, Joyous, and Severe, 
Fortune's dread Frowns, and fafcinating Smiles, 
Make one promifcuous and neglected Heap, 
The Man beneath ; if I may call him Man, 
Whom Immortality^ full Force infpires. 
Nothing terreib-ial touches his high Thought ; 
Suns fhine unfeen, and Thunders roll unheard. 
By Minds quite confcious of their high Defcent, 
Their prefent Province, and their future Prize j 
Divinely darting upward ev'ry Wi(h, 
Warm on the Wing, in glorious Ahfence loft. 

Doubt you this Truth ? Why labours your Beliefl 
If Earth's whole Orb by fome duc-diftanc'd Eye 
Was feen at once, her tow'ring Alps would fmk. 
And level'd Atlas leave an even Sphere. 
Thus Earthy and all that earthly Minds admire. 
Is fwallow'd in Eternity's vaft Round. 
To that ftupendous View, when Souls awake. 
So large of late, fo mountainous to Man, 
T/VwAToysfubfide; and equal All below. 

Enthuiiaftic, This ? Then all are weak. 
But rank Enthufiafts : To this godlike Height 
Seme Souls have foar'd ; or Martyrs ne'er had bled. 
And all may do, what has by Man been done. 
Who, beaten by thefe fublunary Storms, 
Boundlefs, interminable Joys can weigh, 
Unraptur'd, unexalted, uninflam'd? 
What Slave unbleft, who from To-morrow** DawQ 
Expels an Empire ? He forgets his Chain, 
And, throng'd in Thought, his abfent Sceptre waves. 

And what a Sceptre waits us ! what a Throne f 
Her own immenfe Appointments to compute. 
Or comprehend her high Prerogatives, 
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In this her dark Minority, how toils, 
How vainly pants, the human Soul divine ? 
Too great the Bounty feems for earthly Joy ; 
What Heart but trembles at fo ftrange a Blifs ? 

In fpite of all the Truths the Mnfe has fung, 
Ne*er to be priz'd enough ! enough revolv'd I 
Are there, who wrap the World fo clofc about them. 
They fee no farther than the Clouds ; and dance 
On heedlefs Vanity's phantaftic Toe, 
Till, tumbling at a Straw, in their Career, 
Headlong they plunge, where end both Dance and Song? 
Are there, Lorenzo ? Is it poflible ? 
Are there on Earth (let me not call them Men) 
Who lodge a Soul immortal in their Breads j 
Unconfcious as the Mountain of its Ore; 
Or Rock, of its ineftimable Gem ? 
When Rocks (hall melt, and Mountains vanifli, Tihefe 
Shall know their Treafure ; Treafure, then, no more. 

Are there (ftill more amazing !) who refifl 
The rifing Thought ? Who fmother, in its Birth^ 
The glorious Truth ? Who druggie to be Brutes ? 
Who thro* this Bofom-barrier burfl their Way ? 
And, with reverft Ambition, ftrive to fink ? 
Who labour downwards thro' th' oppoiing Pow'rs 
Of Inftinft, Reafon, and the World againft them, 
To difmal Hopes, and ihelter in the Shock 
Of endlefs Night ? Night darker than the Grave's ? 
Who fight the Proofs of Immortality ? 
With horrid Zeal, and execrable Arts, 
Work all their Engines, level their black Fires, 
To blot from Man this Attribute divine, 
(Than vital Blood far dearer to the Wife) 
Blafphemers, and rank Atheifts to Themfelves? 

To contradict them fee all Nature rife ! 
What Objea, what Event, the Moon beneath. 
But argues, or endears, an After-fcene ? 
To Rea/cn -proves, or weds it to Defire? 
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All things proclaim it needful ; fome advance 

One precious Step beyond, and prove it fure, 

A tliou(and Arguments fwarm round my Pen, 

From //Mv'ff, and Ear f If, B,nd Man. Indulge a few. 

By Nature, as her common Habit, worn ; 

So prcffing Providence a Truth to teach. 

Which Truth untaught, all other Truths were vain. 

Thou ! whofe all-providential Eye furvcys, 
Whofc Hand diredls, whofe Spirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds Empire far beyond I 
Eternity's Inhabitant auguft ! 
Of two Eternities amazing Lord ! 
One paft, ere Man's, or Angel's, had begun ; 
Aid I while I refcue from the Foe's Aflault 
Tiy glorious Immortality in Man: 
A Theme for ever, and for all, of Weight, 
Of Moment' infinite ! but reliiht moft 
By thofe, who love Thee mofl, who moft adore. 

Nature, thy Daughter, ever-changing Birth 
Of Thee the preat Immutable, to Man 
Speatcs Wifdom ; is his Oracle fupreme ; 
And he who moft confults her, is moft Wife. 
Lorenzo, to this hcav'niy Delphos hafte ; 
And come back All-immortal ; All-divine : 
Look Nature through, 'tis Re'vclution All ; 
All Change, no Death. Day follows Night ; and Night 
The dying Day ; Stars rife, and fet, and rife j 
Earth takes th' Example. See, the Summer gay. 
With her green Chaplet, and ambrofial Flowers, 
Proops into pallid Autumn : Winter grey 
Horrid with Froft, and turbulent with Storm, 
Blows Autumn, and his golden Fruits away : 
Then melts into the Spring : Soft Spring, with Breath 
Favonian^ from warm Chambers of the South, 
Recalls the Fir/, All, to reflourifti, fades. 
As in a Wheel, All finks, to reafcend. 
Emblems of Man, who paiTcs, not expires. 

With 
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With this minnte DiftinCUon, Emblems jnUt, 
Nature revolves, but Man ad'vancis \ both 
Eternal, that a Circle, this a Line. 
^hat gravitates, this ioars. Th* afpiring Soul 
Ardent, and tremulous, like Flame, afcends ; 
Zeal; and Humility^ her Wings to Heaven. 
The World of Matter, with its various Forms^ 
All dies into new Life. Life born from Death 
Rolls the vaft Mafs, and fhall for ever roll. 
No iingle Atom, once in Being, loft. 
With Change of Counfel charges the moft High. 

What hence infers Lorinzo ? Can it be ) 
Matter immortal ? And fhall Spirit die ? 
Above the nobler, Ihall Icfs noble rife ? 
Shall Man alone, for whom all elfe revives. 
No Refurredtion know ? Shall Man alone. 
Imperial Man f be fown in barren Ground, 
Lefs privileg*d than Grain, on which he feeds ? 
Is Man, in whom alone is PowV to prize 
The Blifs of Being, or with previous Pain 
Deplore its Period, by the Spleen of Fate, 
Severely doom'd Deaths fingle Unredeemed ? 

If Nature's Revolution fpcaks aloud. 
In her Gradation^ hear her louder ftill. 
liOok Nature thro', 'tis neat Gradation all. 
By what minute Degrees her Scale afcends f 
Each middle Nature join'd at each Extreme, 
To that above it join'd, to that beneath. 
Parts, into Parts reciprocally (hot. 
Abhor Divorce : What Love of Union reigns ! 
Here, dormant Matter waits a Call to life ; 
Half-life, half-death, join There ; Here, Life and Senfe ; 
There, Senfe from Reaibn fteals a glimm'ring Ray ; 
Reafon fhines out in Man. But how preferv'd 
The Chain unbroken upward, to the Realms 
Of incorporeal Life ? thofe Realms of Blifs, 
Where Death hath no Dominion \ Gnmt a Make 
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Half-mortal, half-immortal; earthy. Part; 
Aod Part, ethereal ; grant the Soul of Man 
Eternal; or in Man the Series ends. 
Wide yawns the Gap ; Connexion is no more ; 
Checkt Rio/oM halts ; her next Step wants Supports 
Striving to climb, (he tumbles from her Scheme ; 
A Scheme, Analog pronounced fo true ; 
Analogy, Man^s fureft Guide bebw. 

Thus far, a/l Nature caSHs on thy Belief. 
And win LoRBNzo, carelefs of the Call, 
Falfe Atteftation on all Nature charge. 
Rather than violate his League with Death ? 
Renounce his Reafon, rather than renounce 
The Dnft beloved, and run the Rifque of Heaven ? 
what Indignity to deathlefs Souls I 
What Trcafon to the Majefty of Man f 
Of Man immortal f Hear the lofty Style : 
** If fo decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. 
'' Let Earth difTolve, yon pondVous Orbs defcend, 
** Apd grind us into Duft : The Soul is fafe ; 
** The Man emerges ; mounts above the Wreck, 
** As towMng Flame from Nature's fun'ral Pyre ; 
** O'er Devaflation, as a Gainer, fmiles ; 
" His Charter, his inviolable Rights, 
" Well-plcas'd to learn from Thunder's Impotence, 
*' Death^s pointlefs Darts, and Hell's defeated Storms.*^ 

But thefe Chimaeras touch not thee, LoasNzo ! 
The Glories of the World, thy fev'nfold Shidd. 
Other Ambition than of Crowns in Air, 
And fuperlunary Felicities, 
Thy Bofom warm. I'll cool it, if I caJr; 
And turn thofe Glories that inchant, againft thee. 
What ties thee to this Life, proclaims we next. 
If wife, the Canfe that wounds thee is thy Cure. 

Come, my Jmbittous! let us mount together 
(To mount Lorenzo never can refuie) ; 
And from the Clouds^ where Pride delights to dwell. 

Look 
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Look down on Earth'. — ^What feeft thou ? Wond*rou8 

Terreftrial Wonders, that eclipfe the Skies. [Things! 

What Lengths of labour^'d Lands ! What loaded Seas, 

Loaded by Man, for Pleafure, Wealth, or War : 

Seas, Winds, and Planets, into Service brought. 

His Art acknowlege, and promote his Ends. 

Nor can th'eternal Rocks his Will withftand ; 

What leveird Mountains ! And what lifted Vales I 

O'er Vales, and Mountains, fumptuous Cities fwell. 

And gild our Lahdfchape with their glitt'ring Spires. 

Some 'mid the wohd'ring Waves majeilic rife ; 

And Neptune holds a Mirror to their Charms. 

Far greater ftilll (what cannot mortal Might ?) 

See, wide Dominions raviOit from the Deep I 

The narrowM Deep with Indignation foams. 

Or Southward turn 5 to Delicate^ and Grand, 

The finer Arts there ripen in the Sun, 

How the tall Temples, as to meet their Gods, 

Afcend the Skies ! the proud triumphal Arch 

Shews us half Heav'n beneath its ample Bend. 

High thro' mid Air, here, Streams are taught to flow; 

Whole Rivers, there , laid by in Bafons, fleep. 

Here, Plains turn Oceans ; there, vaft Oceans join • 

Thro' Kingdoms chaneFd deep from Shore to Shore ; 

And chang'd Creation takes its Face from Man. 

Beats thy brave Breaft for formidable Scenes, 

Where Fame and Empire wait upon the Sword ? 

See Fields in Blood ; hear naval Thunders rife ; 

Britannia's Voice! that awes the World to Peace. 

How yon enormous Mole projefling breaks 

The mid-fea, furi6us Wavts ! Their Roar amidfl, 

Oat-fpeak's the Deity, and fays; •• O Main! 

" Thus far, nor farther : New Reftrai^ts obey.'* 

Earth's difembowel'd ! meafur'd are the Skies ! 

Stars are dete^ed in their deep Recefs ! 

Creation widens ! vanquifli'd Nature yields ! 

Her Secrets are extorted ! Art prevails ! 

What Monument of Genius, Spitit, Power ! 
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And nowy Lorenzo f raptur'd at this Scene, 
Whofe Glories render Heav'n fuperfluous I {sty, 
Whofe Footfteps Thefe? — Immortah have been Here. 
Could lefs than Souls immortal This have done ? 
Earth's cover'd o'er with Proofs of Souls immortal ; 
And Proofs of Immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand Foible, I confefs, 
Thefe are Afnbition\ Works : And Thefe are Great : 
But this^ the leafl immortal Souls can do ; 
Tranfcend them all — ^But What can thefe tranfcend ? 
Doft aflc me. What ? — One Sigh for the Diftreft. 
What then for Infidels ? A deeper Sigh. 
'Tis moral Grandeur makes the mighty Man : 
How Little they, who think aught Great below ? 
All our Ambitions Death defeats, but One ; 

And That it crowns. Here ceafe we : But, ere long, 

More pow'rful Proof (hall takethe Field againft thee. 
Stronger than Death, and fmiling at the Tomb. 
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PREFACE. 



yf^ ^e are at War with the Power ^ it were 
^j^J^ ^ell if we were at War with the Man- 
ners^ of France. A hand of Levity, is 
a Land of Guilt. A Serious Mind /i the native 
Soil of every Virtue \ and the ftngle Character 
tbaf^does true Honour to Mankind. Ihe Sourj 
Immortality has been the favourite Theme with 
the Stnous of all Ages. Nor is itjlrange-y it is 
.a SuhjeSi hj far the moji Inter eft ing^ and Impor- 
tant, that can enter the Mind of Man, Of 
higheft Moment this Subje£l always was, and 
always will be. Tet this its higheft Moment 
fe^ms to admit of Increafe, at this Bay ; a Sort 
of oceafional Importance is fuperadded to the 
natural Weight of it \ if that Opinion which is 
advanced in the Preface to the preceding N ight, 
he Juft. It is there fuppofed^ that all our In- 
fidels, iShatever Scheme, for Argument's Sake^ 
and 4o keep themfelves in. Countenance^ they pa* 
trMnizCi are betrayed into 'their deplorable Error ^ 
by fame Doubt of their Immortality, at the 
Bottom. And the more I conftder this Point, the 
H 2 more 
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more am I perfuaded of the Truth of that Opi- 
nion. Tho* the Diftruft of a Futurity is a 
firange Error \ yet is it an Error into which 
Bad Men may naturally be dijirejfed. For it is 
impojftble to bid Defiance to final Ruin^ without 
fome Refuge in Imagination^ fome Prefumption of 
Efcape. And what Prefumption is there f ^ere 
are but Two in Nature \ but Twoj within the 
Compafs of Human Thought. And thefe are^ — 
That either GOD will not^ or can not punijh. 
Conftdering the Divine Attributes^ the Firft /; 
too grofs to be digefted by our ftrongeji Wifhes. 
Andjince Omnipotence is as much a Divine At- 
tribute as Holincfs, that GOD cannot punijb^ 
is as abfurd a Suppojition^ as the Former. GOD 
^ certainly can punifh^ as long as the wicked^\dan 
\exi/is. In Non-exiftence^ therefore^ is their only 
^Refuge, ; and^ confequently^ Non-exifience is their 
Jirongeft Wifh. Andftrong JVifhes have a firange 
Influence on our Opinions ; they bias the Judgment 
in a manner^ almoft^ incredible. And Jince on 
this Member of their Alternative, there are fonie 
very fmall Appearances in their Favour^ and 
none at all on the other, they catch at this Reed^ 
they lay bold on this Chimera^ to fave themfelvcs 
from the Shocks and Horror^ of an immcdiatCi 
tf/; J abfolute, Defpair. 

On reviewing my SubjeSl^ by the Li^ht which 
this Argument J and others of like Tendency^ threw 
upon ity I was more inclin*d^ than ever^ to pur- 

M 
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fue tU as it appeared to me tojirike direSily at the 
main Root of all our Infidelity. In the following 
PageSy it is^ accordingly^ purfued at large ; and 
fome Arguments for Immortality^ new (at leaft^ to 
ffte)y are ventured on in them. There alfo the 
Writer has made an Attempt to fet the grofs Ab^ 
furdities and Horrors of Annihilation in a fuller 
and more affeSling View^ than is (I think) to be 
met with elfewhere. 

The Gentlemen^ for whofe Sake this Attempt 
was chiefly made^ pr of efs great Admiration for 
the Wifdom of Heathen Antiquity : What Pity 'tis^ 
they are not fincere'l If they werejincere^ how 
would it mortify them to conftder^ with what 
Contempt^ and Abhorrence^ their Notions would 
have been received^ by Thofe whom they fo much 
admire ? What Degree of Contempt^ and Abhor-- 
rence^ -would fall to their Share^ may be conjec- 
tured by the following Matter of FaS (in my 
Opinion)^ extremely memorable. Of all their 
Heathen Worthies ^ Socrates (Uis well known) 
was the moft Guarded^ Bifpafjionate^ and Com- 
pofed: Yet this great Mafter of Temper was angry: 
and angry at his Laji Hour ; and angry with his 
Friend ; "nnd angry for what deferv* d Acknowlege- 
ment ; angry ^ for a right and tender Injlance of 
true Friendfhip towards Him. Is not this fur- 
priftng ? What could be the Caufe ? The Caufe 
was for his Honour ; // was a truly noble ^ tho*\ 
perhaps^ a too punctilious^ Regard for Immor- 
H 3 talicy : 
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tality : For bis Friend ajking Him^ with fucb an 
affeSHondte Concern as became a Friend^ '* Where 
*' Hejhould depoftt his Remains ? it was refentei 
hy Socrates, as implying a dijbonouralle Stippoji^ 
tion^ that He could be fo mean^ as to have Re- 
J,^^d for any things even in Himfelf^ that was 
not Immortal. 

This Fa£l well conjider^dj would make our In- 
fidels withdraw their Admiration from Socrates ; 
cr make them endeavour^ by their Imitation of 
this illujirious Example^ tofhare his Glory : And^ 
€onfequently^ It would incline them to ferufe the 
following Pages with Candor and Impartiality : 
fVhich is all I defire ; and that^ for their Sakes : 
For I am perfuaded^ that an Unprejudiced Infi* 
del muft^ neceffarily^ receive fome advantageous 
Impreffions frdm them. 

July 7. 1744. 
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/N the Sixth Night Arguments were draom 
from Nature, in Proof of Immortality : 
Here^ others are drawn from Mxifi FrtM 
his Difcontcnt, p. 154 ; J¥vm his Paffions and 
Powers, 155 ; from the gradual Growth cf 
Reafon, ibid . ; from bis Fear of Deaeh,. 1 56 ; 
from the Nature ^/ Hope, 156, 157; and of 
Virtue, 157, &c. from Knowlege, and Love, 
as being the mojl effential Properties of the Souly 
1 60 •, from the Order of Creation^ 161; from the 
Nature of Ambition, 162, &c. Avarice, 165 ; 
Pleafure, 166. A Bigreffion on the Grandeur of 
the Paffions, 167, Immortality alone renders 
our prefent State intelligible y 167, 168. An 
ObjeSionfrom the Stoics Difbelief of Immortality^ 
anfweredy 168, &c. Endlefs S^uejiions unrefolv-m 
oble, but on Suppojition of our Immortality, 169, 
&c. The natural^ mojl melancholy ^ and pathetic 
Complaint of a JVorthy Man under the Perfua^- 
fion of no Futurity, 171, &c. The grofs Abfur- 
dities and Horrors of Annihilation urg d home^n 
Lorenzo, i j^y &c. The SouPs vajt Import- 
H 4 ance» 
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The Concluflon^ on the Nature of Faith, 191 ; 
Reafon, 192 5 and Hope, ibid, with an 2^ 
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NIGHT the SEVENTH. 

THE. 

INFIDEL Reclaim'd. 




E A V'N gives the needful, but neglcdled. Call. 

What Day, what Hour, but knocks at human 
Hearts, 

To wake the Soul to Senfe of future Scenes ? 

Deaths ftand, like Mercurys^ in t^'^ry Wsiy s 
And kindly point us to our Journey's End. 
Pope, who couldft make Immortals ! art Thou dead ? 
I give thee Jby : Nor will I take my Leave ; 
So foon to follow. Man but dives to. Death ; 
Dives from the Sun, in fairer Day to rife ; 
The Grave, his fubterranean Road to Blrfs. • 
Yes, infinite Indulgence plann'd it fo ; 
Thro' various Parts our glorious Story runs ; 
Ti)ne gives the Preface, endUfs Jge unrolls 
The Volume (ne'er tmroU'd I) of human Fate. 

Thii^ Earth and Ski^ * already have proclaim'd. 
The World's a Prophecy of Worlds to come j ' 

* Night the Sixth. 
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And who, what God foretels (who fpeaks in Things, 
StUl louder than in Words) fhall dare deny ? 
If NatuTf^i Arguments appear too weak. 
Turn a new Leaf, and ftronger read in Man, 
If Man fleeps on, untaught by what he/ees. 
Can he prove Infidel to what he /^^// P 
He, whofe blind Thought Futurity denies, 
UhconfcioQs bears, Bellerophon ! like thee. 
His own Indidment ; be condemns himfelf j 
Who reads his Bofomy reads immortal Life ; 
Or, Nature, there, impofing on her Sons, 
Has written Fables ; Man was m^de a Lye. 

Why Difcontent for ever harbour'd there ? 
Incurable Confumption of our Peace ! 
Refolve me, why, the Cottager^ and King^ 
He whom Sda-fever'd Realms obey, and he 
Who fteals his whole Dominion from the Waffe, 
Repelling Winter Blafls with Mud and Straw, 
Difquieted alike, draw Sigh for Sigh, 
In Fate fo diftant, in Complaint fo near ? 

Is it, that Things 7erre [trial can't- content ? 
Deep in rich Paflure, will thy Flocks complain ? 
Not io ; but to their Mailer is deny'd 
To (hare their fweet Serene, Man, ill at Eafc, 
In this, not his o^n ?lace, this foreign Field, 
Where Nature fodders him with other Food, 
Than was ordain'd his Cravings to fuffice. 
Poor in Abundance, famifh*d at a Feaft, 
Sighs on for fomething more^ when moji enjoy'd. 
Is Heav'n then kinder to thy Flocks, than Thee ? 
Notfoj thy Paftu re richer, but remote j 
In part, remote 3 for that remoter Part 
Man bleats from InfiinQ, tho', oerh^ps, debauch*'d 
By ^enfe, his Reafon ileeps, nor dreams the Caufc, 
The Caufe how obvious, when his Reafon wakjM I 
His Grief is but his Grandeur in Difguife ; 
And Discontent is Immortality^ 

ShaB 
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Shall Sons of JEther, (hajl jthe Blood of Heaven^ 
Set up their Hopes on Earth, and liable here. 
With brutal Acquiefcence in the Mire ? 
Lorenzo f no; they (hall be nobly pain'd; 
The glorious Foreigners ^ diftreft, fhaU figh 
On Thrones ; and Thou congratulate thie Sigll : 
Man's Mifery declares him born for Blifs ; 
His anxious Heart afTerts the Truth I fing. 
And gives the Sceptic in his Head the Lye. 

Our Heads, our Hearts, our Paffionsy and our Powgr^ 
Speak the fame Language ; call us to the Skies-; 
Unripen'd Thefe in this inclement Clime, 
Scarce rife above Conjedure, and Miftakc ; ' 
And for this Land of Trifles Thofe too flrong 
Tumultuous rife, and tempeft human Life; 
What Prize on Earth can pay us for the Storm ? 
Meet Obje£ls for our PaJ/iotis Heav'n ordain'd, 
Objefts that challenge all their Fire, and leave 
No Fault, but in Defed : Bleft Heav'n ! avert 
A bounded Ardor for unbounded Blifs 1 
O for a Blifs nnbpunded ! Far beneath 
A Soul immortal, is a mortal Joy. 
Nor are our Po'w'rs to periih immature; 
But, after feeble Effort here^ beneath 
A brighter Sup, and in a nobler Soil, 
Tranfplanted from this fublunary Bed, 
Shall flourish fair, and put forth all their BlQpm« 

Reafon progreffive, lnftin6i is complete ; 
Swift InftinSi leaps ; flow Reafon feebly climbs. 
Brutes foon their 2^ith reach j their little All ' 
Flows in at once ; in Ages they no more 
Could know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 
Were Man to live co eval with the 6up, 
The Patriarch-Pupil would be learning fliH ; 
Yet, dying, leave his LeiTon half-uiileamt. 
Men perifh in Advance,- as if the Sun- ' 

Should fet ^e Noon, in £i7/?^» Occams drown'd; 

. H 6 ^ IJ 
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If fit, with 2>/«, Illuftriotts to compare. 

The Sun's Meridian^ with the Souloi Man. 

To Man, why, Stepdame Nature ! fo fcvcre ? 

Why thrown afide thy Maftcr-piece half-wrought. 

While meaner ElFprts thy laft Hand enjoy? 

Or, if abortively poor Man muft die. 

Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in Dread f 

Why curft with Forefight ? Wife to Mifery ? 

Why of his proud Prerogative the Prey ? 

Why Icfs pre-eminent in Rank, than Pain ? 

His Immortality alone can tell ; 

Full ample Fund to balance all amifs, 

y^d turn the Scale in Favour of the Juft! 

His Immortality alone can folve 
That darkeft of Enigmas, human Hoft j 
Of all the darkeil, if at Death we die. 
Hope^ eager Hope, th'Affaflin of our Joy, 
All pre/ent Bleflings treading underfoot^ 
Is fcarce a milder Tyrant than De/pair. 
With no paft Toils content, flill planning new, 
Hope turns us o'er to Death alone for Eafe. 
TofffJJiony why, more taftelefs than Purfuit? 
Why is a Wifh far dearer than a Crov/n ? 
That Wifh accomplifh'd, why, the Grave of Blifs ? 
Becaufe, in the great Future bury'd deep. 
Beyond our Plans of Empire, and Renown, 
Lies all that Man with Ardor (hould purfue ; 
And He who made him, bent him to the Right. 

Man's Heart th'ALMxcHTy to the Future fets, i 

By fecret, and inviolable Springs ; ' 

And makes his Hope his fublunary Joy. 
Man's Heart eats all Things, and is hungry Hill ; 
** More, morel" the Glutton cries : For fomcthing JViw 
So rages Appetite, if Man can't Mount, 
He w/7/Defcend. He ftarves on the Pojfeft. 
Hence, the World's Mafter, from Ambition's Spire» 
In Caprea plung'd ; and div'd beneath the Brute. 
In that rank Sty why ^rvallow'd Empire's Soa 

Supreme? 
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Supreme ? Becaufe he could no higher By ; 
His Riot was Ambition in Defpair. 

Old Ronii confulted Birds ; Lorenzo f thou 
With more Succefs, the -Flight of Hope furvcy ; 
Of reftlefs Hope, for ever on the Wing. 
High-perch'd o*er cv'ry Thought that Falcon fits. 
To fly at all that rifes in her Sight ; 
And, never flooping, but to mount agaia 
Next Moment, Ihe betrays her Aim's Milhtke, 
And owns her Quarry lodged beyond rfie Grave. 

There (hould it fail us (It mud fail us there» 
If Beiitg fails), more mournful Riddles rife, ^ 

And Virtue vies with Hope in Myftery. 
Why Virtue? Where its Praife, its Being, fled? 
Virtue is true Sclf-intereft purfu'd : 
What true Self-intereft of f«/>f- mortal Man ? 
To clofe with all that makes him Happy here. 
If Vice (as fometimes) is our Friend on Earth, 
Then Vice is Virtue ; 'tis qmlx fonP reign Good. 
In Self-applaufe is Virtue's golden Prize ; 
No Self-applaufe attends it on thy Scheme : 
Whence Self-applaufe ? From Confcience of the Right. 
And what is Right, but Means of Happinefs ? 
No Means of Happinefs when Virtue yields j 
That Bafls ^ing, fails the Building too. 
And lays in Ruins ev'ry virtuous Joy. 

The rigid Guardian of a blamelefs Heart, 
So lone rever'd, fo long reputed wife. 
Is weak 5 with rank Knight-errantries o'er-run. 
Why beats ihy Bofom with illufhrious Dreams 
Of Self expofure, laudable, and great ? 
Of gallant Enterprize, and glorious Death? 
Die for thy Country ? — Thou Romantic Foolf 
Seize, feize the Plank thyfelf, and let her fink : 
, Thy Country ! what to Thee ?— The God-headi what ? 
(I ipcak with Awe !) tho' He ftiould bid thee bleed ? 
If, wich thy Blood, ^y final Hope is fpilt, 

^5 No- 
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Nor can Omnipotence reward the Bloir, 
Be deaf; preferve thy Beings iifobey. 

Nor is it Btfdbcdience : Knbw^ LorjbnzoI 
Whatever (h^Ai^yiGHTY^s fubfequent Cdminafid, 
His firft Command is fhisi — " Man^ love thyfclf *• 
In this sJone, Free-agents are not free. 
Exiftence is the Bafis, Blifs the Prize ; 
If Virtue cofts Exiftence, 'tis a Crime; 
Bold Violation of our Law fupremt. 
Black Suicide ; thO' Nations, which ponfult 
Their Gain, at thy Expence, refound Applaufc. 

Since Virtme^s Recompence is donbtful, Her^^ ' 
If Man dies wholly, well may we demand. 
Why is Mzxi fufferd to be Good in vain ? 
Why to be Good in vain, is Man if^oitCd? 
Why to be Good in vain, is Man hetrafdf 
Betray 'd by Traitors lodg'd in his own Breaft, 
By fvveet Complacencies from Virtue felt ? 
Why whifpers Nature Lyes on Virtue's Part ? 
Or if blind Inflin£i (which affumes the Name ^ 
Of facred Confcience) plays the Fool in Man, 
Why Reafon made Accomplice in the Cheat ? 
Why are the Wi/eft loudeft in her Praife I 
Can Man by Reafon\ Beam be led aftnty ? 
Or, at his Peril, imitate his G$dF 
Since Virtue fometimes ruins us on Earth, 
Or Both are true; or, Man furvives the Grave. 

Or Man furvives the Grave, or own, Lorbkzo^ 
Thy Boaft fupreme, a wild Abfurdity. 
Dauntlefs thy Spirit ; Cowards are thy Scorn. 
Grant Man immortal^ and thy Scorn is joft. 
The Man immortal, rationally brave. 
Dares ru(h on Death-44}ecaufe he cannot die. 
But if Man lofes AH, when Life is loft, . 
He lives a Coward, or a Fool expires. 
A daring Infidel (and fuch there are. 
From Pride, Bxi^nple, Lucre, Rage, Revenge^ : 
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Or purehcroical Defe£i of Thought), 

Of all Earth's Madmeni molt dderves a Chain. 

When to the Grave we follow the ftenown'd 
For Valour, Vktue, Science, all we love. 
And all we praife ; for Worth, whofe Noon-tide Beann^- 
Enabling us to xhink in higher Stile, 
Mends our Ideas of Ethereal Powers ; 
Dream we, that Luftre of the »!?ortf/ World 
Goes out in Stench, and Rottennefs the Clofe } 
Why was he wife to know y and warm io prai/e^ 
And ilrenuous to travfcrihe^ in human Life, 
The Mind Almighty ? Could it be, that Fate, 
Juft when the Lineaments began to fhine. 
And dawn the Deity, fhould fnatch the Draughty 
With Night eternal blot it out, and give 
The Skies Alarm, left Angels too might die ? 

If Human Souls, why not Angelic too 
Extinguifli'd ? ^LViAzfoIitary Got>, 
O'er ghaftly Ruin, frowning from his Throne ? 
Shall we, this Moment, gaze on God in Man ? 
The next, lofe Man for ever in the Duft ? 
From Duft we difengage, or Man miftakes ; 
And There, where leaft his Judgment fears a Flaw. 
Wi/dom and Worthy how boldly he commends! 
Wifdouty and Worthy are facred Names ; Rever'd, 
Where not Embrac'd ; Applauded [ Deify'd ! 
Why not Ce>OT/«^o*Vtoo? If Spirits die. 
Both are Calamities, inflided both. 
To make us but more wretched : WifdonC^ Eye 
Acute, for what ? To fpy more Miferies ; 
And Worthy fo recompens'd, new-points their Sting8». 
Or Man furmounts the Grave, or Gain is Lofs, 
And Worth exalted humbles us the more. 
Thou wilt not patronize a Scheme that makes 
Weaknefsy and VicCy the Refuge of Mankind. 

" Has Virtue, then, no Joys ?" — Yes, Joys dear-lought. 
Talk ne'er fo long, in this imperfeft State, 

Virtuf^r^"^ 
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Virtue, and Vice, are at eternal War ; 

Virtuii a Combat; and who fights for Nought ? 

Or for iprecarious, or for fmall Reward \ 

Who Virtbc's Self-Reward fo loud refound. 

Would take Degrees Angelic here below, ' 

And Virtue^ while they compliment, betray, 

Bv feeble Motives, and unfaithful Guards ; 

The Crown, iiCunfadifig Crown, -her Soul infpires : 

*Tis That, and That alone, can countervail 

The Bodih Treach'ries, and the fForliTs Aflaults : 

On £artn*s poor Pay, our famifhM Virtue dies. 

Truth inconteflablef In fpite of all 

A Bayle has Preach'd, or a V b BdievM. 

In Man the more we dive, the more we fee 
Heaven 8 Signet (lamping an immortal Make. 
Dive to the Bottom of his Soul, the Bafe 
Sudaining all ; what find we ? Kno*wlegey Lo*w, 
As Light, and Heat, cffential to the Sun, 
The/e to the Soul. And <wfy, if Souls expire ? 
How little Lovely here^ How little Known? 
Small Kncmvhgi we dig up with endlefs Toil ; 
And Love unfeigned may purchafe perfed Hate; 
Why ftarv'd, on Earth, our ^^^g-^/- Appetites j 
While Brutal ^e indulged their fulfome FilU. 
Were then Capacities ^Mne conferred. 
As a Mock-Diadem, in favage Sport, 
Rank Infult of our pompous Poverty, 
Which reaps but Pain, from feeming Claims fo fidr ? 
In future Age lies no Redrefs ? And ihuts 
Eternity the Door on our Complaint ? 
If (Oj for what ftrange Ends were Mortals made ! 
The Word to luallovj, and the Bcft to iveep ; 
The Man who Merits moft, muft moft Complain : 
Can we conceive a Difregard in Heaven, 
What the Worft perpetrate, or Beft endure ? 

^kis cannot be. To Lo*uey and Know, in Man 
Is boundlefs Appetite, and boundlefs Power ; 
And thefo dcmonftrate boundlefs Objects too* 

Objoai, 
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ObjcAs, Powers, Appetites, Heav'ri fuits in All ; 
Nor, Nature thro', e'er violates this fweet. 
Eternal Concord, on her tuneful String. 
Is Man the Sole Exception from her Laws ? 
Eternity ftruck off from human Hope, 
(I fpeak with Truth, but Veneration too) 
Man is a Monfter, the Reproach of Heaven, 
A Stain, a dark impenetrable Cloud 
On Nature's beauteous Afpeft ; and deforms, 
(Amazing Blot !) deforms her with her Lon/, 
if fuch is Man's Allotment, what is Heaven ? 
Or, own the Soul Immortal, or Blafpheme. 

Or own the Soul immortal, or invert 
All Order. . Go,. mock-Majefty I go, Man ! 
And bow to thy Superiors of the Stall j 
Thro' ev'ry Scene of Sen/e fuperior far I 
Thejpgraze the Turf untill'd ; they drink the Stream 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, and un-embitter'd 
With Doubts, Fears, fruitlefs Hopes, Regrets, Defpairs, 
Mankind's Peculiar I Reafonh precious Dower ! 
No foreign Clime They ranfack for their Robes; 
Nor Brothers cite to the litigious Bar : 
^heir Good is -Good intire, unmixt, unmarr'd j 
They^nd a Paradife in ev'ry Field, 
On Boughs yir^/V^^« where no Curies hang : 
Their ///, na more than ftrikes the Senfe j unftretcht 
By previous. Dread, or Murmur in the Rear : 
When the njoorft comes, it comes unfear'd ; one Stroke 
Begins, and ends, their Woe : They die but once \ 
BleU, incommunicable Privilege ! for which 
I^roud Man, who rules the Globe, and reads the Stars, 
Philofopher, or Hero, fighs in vain. 

Account for this Prerogative in Brutes. 
No Day, no Glimpfe of Day, to folve the Knot, -- 

But what beams on it from Eternity, ' 

Ofole and 'fweet Solution! That unties 
The Difficult, and foftens the Severe j 
The Cloud on Nature^ beauteous Face difpeld ; 

Reflores 
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Reftores bright OrJo' ; cafts the Brate beneath ; 

And re-inthrones us in Supremacy 

Of Joy, ev'n Here: Admit immortal Life, 

And Virtue is Knigbt'errantry no more ; 

Each Virtue brings in Hand a golden Dower, 

Far richer in Revcrfion : Hope exults ; 

And the' much Bitter in our Cup is thrown. 

Predominates, and gives the Tade of Heaven. 

O wherefore is the Deity fo kind ? 

Adonifhing beyonid AHoniihment I 

Heav'n our Reward — »— for Heav'n enjoy'd below* 

Still unfubdu'd thy ftubborn Heart ? For then 
The Traitor lurks, who doubts the Truth I iing. 
Reafon is guiltlefs ; Will alone rebels. 
What, in that (lubbcrn Heart, if I fhould find 
New, unexpected WitnefTes againft thee ? 
Amhition^ Pieafurey and the Love of Gain / *^ 

Canft thou fufpe^, that T^he/ef which make the Soul 
The Slawe of Earth, ftiould own her Htir of Hcav'a f 
Canft thou fufpedt what makes us diihelitvi 
Our Immortality, (hould prove it^ar^ f 

Firil, then, Amhition fummon to the Bar. 
Ambition^s Shame y Extra^vagancey Di/gufi^ 
And inextinguijhablt Nature, fpeak. 
Each much ^^i ; hear them in their Turn* 

Thy Soul, how paflionately fond of Fame ! 
How anxious, that fond Pailion to conceal I 
We blufh, detefted in Defigns on Praife, 
Tho' for beft Deeds, and from the beft of Men ; 
And why ? Becaufe Immortal. Art divine 
Has made the Body Tutor to the ^oul ; 
Heav'n kindly gives our Blood a moral Flow \ 
Bids it afcend the glowing Cheek, and there 
"Upbraid that little Heart's inglorious Aim, 
Which (loops to court a Character from Man ; 
While o'er us, in tremendous Judgment, fit 
Far more than Man, with 4ndh/s rraife, and Qiame. 

Ambition's 
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Ambition's houndlefs Apfetite out-fpcaks 
The Verdia of its ^hame. When' Souls take Fire 
At high Prefumptions of their own Defert, i^ 

One Age is poor Applaufe ; the mighty Shout, 
The Thunder by tiie living ?e^ begun. 
Late Time muft echo ; Worlds unborn, refound. 
We wiih our Names eternally to live : 
Wild Dream I Which ne'er had haunted human Thou^t, 
Had not our Natures been eternal too. 
hfiina points out an Int'reft in Hereafter; 
''ut oar blind Reafon fees not where it lies j 
V, feeing, gives the Subilance for the Shade. 

Fame is the Shade of Immortality, 

And in itfelf a Shadow. Soon as caught, 

Contemn'd ; it fhrinks to nothing in the Grafp. 
I Confuli th' Ambitious, 'tis Ambition's Cure. 
[ " And is This all ? " cry'd C^s ar at his Height^ 
I ^ifgufie/i. This Third Proof Ambition brings 
1 Of Immortality. The firft in Fame, 

Obferve him near, your Envy will abate : 
; Sham'd at the Difproportion vaft, between 

The Paflion, and the Purchace, he will figh 

At/ttf^ Succefs, and blufh at his Renown. 

And why ? Becaufe far richer Prize invites 

His Heart ; far more illuftrious Glory calls ; 

It calls in Whifpers, yet the Deafeft hear. 

And can Ambition a Fourth Proof fupply ? 
It can, and Wronger than the former Three ; 
^et quite o'er-look'd by fome reputed Wife. 
The' Difappointments in Ambition patn^ 
And tho' Succefs di/gujls, yet Hill, Lorenzo ? 
w^vain we ftrive to pluck it from our Hearts ; 
2y Nature planted for the nobleft End^. 
Abfurd the fam'd Advice to Pyrrhus giv'n. 
More prais'd than pouder'd ; fpecious, but unfound : 
Sooner that Hero's S^word the World had quell'd, 
^iiaiv Riafcn^ his Ambition. Man mufi (bar. 

Ai 
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An obfHnate Aftivky within. 

An infappreflive Spring, wiU tofs him ap 

In fpi^Df fcrtvm\ Load. Not Kings alone,] 

£ach ^] lager has hib Ambition too ; 

No Sultan prouder than his fctter'd Slave : 

Slaves build their little Bahylom of Straw, 

Echo the proud Affyriariy in their Hearts, 

And cry, — *' Behold the Wonders of my Mi'gh^** 

And why ? Becaufe immortal as their Lord; 

And Souls immortal muft for ever heave 

At fomething Great j the Glitter, or the Gold 5 

The Praife of Mortals, or the Praife of Heaven. 

Nor abfolutely vain is Human Praife, 

When Human is fupported by Di'vine, 

m introduce Lorenzo to Himfelf ; 

Pleafure and Pride (bad Maflers ?) (hare our Hear(». 

As Love of Pleafure is ordain'd to guard 

And feed oar Bodies, and extend our Race ; 

The Love of Prai/c is planted to protect 

And propagate the Glories of the Mind. 

What is it, but the Love of Praife, inljiices. 

Matures, refines, embellifhes, exalts. 

Earth's Happiriefs ? From that^ the Delicate, 

The Grand, the Marvellous, of Ci<vil Life. 

Want and Convenience^ Under-workers, lay 

The Bails, on which Love of Glory builds. 

Nor is thy Life, O Virtue ! lefs in Debt 

To Praife, thy fecret-ftimulating Friend. 

Were Man not fraud, what Merit fhould we mifs f 

Pride made the Virtues of the Pagan World. 

Praife is the Salt that feafons Right to Man, 

And whets his Appetite for moral Good. 
•^ Thirft of Applaufe is Virtue's Second Guard ; 
"Reafon, her Firft ; but Reafon wants an Aid ; 

Our private Reafon is a Flatterer j 
' Thirft of Applaufe calls puhlic Judgment in. 

To poife our own, to keep an even Scale, 

And give endangered Virtue fairer Play. 

Jierc a Fifth Proof arifes, ftronger fUll : 

Why 
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Thefe delicate Moralities of Sen/e ; 

This confiitutional Referve of Aid 

To fuccoar Virtue, when our Reafon fails ; 

If Virtue, kept alive by Care and Toil, 

And, oft, the Mark of Injuries on Earth, 

When laboured to Maturity (its Bill 

Of Difciplines, and Pains, unpaid) mufl die ? 

Why freighted-rich, to dafh againil a Rock ? 

Were Man to perifli when moft fit to live, 

O how mif-fpent were all thefe Stratagems, 

By Skill Divine inwoven in our Frame ? 

Where are Heav'n's Holinefs and Mercy fled ? 

Laughs Heav'n, at once, at Virtue^ and at Man ? 

If not, why T^hat difcouragM, ^his deftroy'd \ 

Thus far Ambition, What fays Avarice ? 
This her chief Maxim, which has long been ^him, 
** The Wife and Wealthy are the fame." — I grant it. 
To (lore up Treafure, with inceiTant Toil, 
This is Man's Province, TJbis his higheft Praife, 
To this great End keen InfiinS flings him on. 
To guide that IniHnfl, Reafon ! is thy Charge ; 
Tis Thine %o tell us where ttue Treafure lies : 
But, Reafon failing to difchargc her Trufl, 
Or to the Deaf difcharging it in vain, 
A Blunder foBows ; and blind Indufiry^ 
Gall'd by the Spur, but Stranger to the Courfe, 
[The Courfe where Stakes of more than Gold are won) 
D'er-loading, with the Cares of diftant Age, 
The jaded Spirits of the frefent Hour, 
Provides for an Etemiij below. 

*' Thou fhalt not covet," is a wife Command ; 
But bounded to the Wealth the Sun furveys : 
Look farther, the Command fbinds quite reversed. 
And AnPrice is a Virtue moft divine. 



[s Faith a Refuge for our Happinefi f 
\4oft fure : And is it not for Reafon too I 
Mottling this World unriddles, bat the nexf^ 



Whence 
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Whence inextinguifhaWc Thirft of Gain ? 

From inexdnguifhable Hit in Man : 

Man, if not n^eant, by Worth, to reach the ^iw, 

Had wanted Wing to fly fo far in Guilt. 

Sour Grapes, I grant, Amhition^ A'vartu : 

Yet flill their Root is Immortality, 

Thefe its wild Growths fo bitter, and fo bafe, 

(Pain, and Reproach !) Religion can reclaim. 

Refine, exalt, throw down their pois*nous Lee, 

And make them fparkle in the Bowl of Blifs, 

See, the Third Wiinefs laughs at Blifs remote, 
And faUly promifes an Eden here : 
Truth (he (hall fpeak For once, tho' prone to lye, 
A common Cheat, and Pleafure is her Name. 
To Pleafure never was Lorenzo deaf; 
Then hear her now, now frji thy real Friend. 

Since Nature made us not more fond than^o«^ 
Of Happiqefs (whence Hypocrites in Joy I 
Makers of Mirth ! Artificers of Smiles I) 
Why fhould the Joy moft poignant Sen/e affords, 
Burn us with Blufhes, and rebuke our Pride ? — 
Thofe Heav'n-born Blulhes tell us Man defeends^ 
Ev*n in the Zenith of his earthly Blifs : 
Should Reafon take her Infidel Rcpofe, 
This honcft InftinB fpeaks our Lineage hijgh ; 
This Inftind calls on Darknefs to conceal 
Our rapturous Relation tp the Stalls. 
Our Glory covers us with noble Shame^ 
And he that's un^onfounded, is unmanned. 
The Man that Blufhes, is not ptite a Brute. 
Thus far,with Thee, Lorenzo ! will I clofe, 
Tleajure is good, ^nd Man for Pleafure xpade ; 
&Ut PleafwBc full of Glory as of Joy ; 
Pleafure, which neither blti/hes^ nor exfii^es. 

The Witneflbs are heard ; theCaufe is o'er; 
Let Con/cienci £le the Sentence in her Court, 
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Dearer than Deeds that half a Realm convey ; 
Thus feal'd by Truth, th' authentic Record runs. 

" Know, All ; Know, Infidels^— unapt to Know I 
** 'Tis Immortality your Nature folvcs j 
" 'Tis Immortality decyphcrs Man, 
** And opens all the Myft'ries of his Make. 
« Without it, half his Inflinas are a Riddle % 
** Without it, all his Virtues are a Dream. 
" His very Otimes atteft his Dignity ; 
" His fatelefs Thirft of Pleafurty Gold, and Fame, 
" Declares him born for Bleffings infinite : 
" What Icfs than Infinite, makes un-abfurd 
" fajponsy which aU on Earth but more inflames ? 
** Fierce Paflions, fo mif-meafur'd to this Scene, 
" Stretch'd out, like Eagles Wings, beyond our Nefl, 
" Far, far beyond the Worth of all below, 
" For Earth too large, prefage a nobler Flight, 
" And evidence our Title to^he Skies:'' 

Ye* gentle Theologues,* of calmer Kind I 
Whofe Cohftitution didlates to your Pen, 
Who, cold yourfelves, think Ardor comes from Hell ! 
Think not our Paffions from Corruption fprung, 
Tho' to Corruption now they lend their Wings ; 
7hat is their Mifirefs, not their Mother, All 
(And juftly; Kedfon deem Divine : J fee, 
I feel aOrandcur in the Pa^dwr/ too. 
Which fpeaks their high Defcent, and glorious End ; 
Which fpeaks them Rays of an Eternal Fire. 
In Paradifc itfelf they burnt as ftrong. 
Ere Adam fdl ; tho' wifer in their Aim. 
Like the proud ^dftern, ftruck by Providence, 
What tho' our Paffions are run niad, and ftoop 
With low, terreftriai Appetite, to graze 
On Trafh, on Toys, dethroned from high Dcfire ? 
Yet ftiil, thro* their Difgrace, no feeble Ray 
Of Greatnefs fhines, and tells us whence they fell : 
But Thefe (like that falPn Monarch when rcclaim'd) 
When kea/on moderates dxe'R^in aright, 

ShaH 



Digitized by Google 



i68 7J^ COMPLAIN Tj^r, 

Shall re-afcend» remount their former Sphere* 
Where once they foar'd lUuftrioas ; ere feduc*d 
By wanton Eve's Debauch, to ftroll on Earth* 
And ict the fublunary World on Fire. 

But grant their Phrenfy lafls ; their Phranfy fails 
To difappoint wi providential End, 
For which Heav'n blew up Ardor in our Hearts : 
Were Reafon filent, boundlefs Paffion fpeaks 
A future Scene of boundlefs ObjeSis too, ,. 
And brings glad Tidings of eternal Day. 
Eternal Day ! 'Tis that enlightens All ; 
And All, by that enlightened, proves it/ure. 
Confider Man as an immortal Being* 
Intelligible All ; and All is Great; 
A cryftedline Tranfparcncy prevails* 
And flrikes full Luftre thro' the Human Sphere ; 
Confider Man as mortal, all is dark* 
And wretched ; Rea/on weeps at the Survey. 

The leam'd Lorbnzo cries, " And let her weep* 
•« Weak, modern Reaibn : Antient Times were wife. 
** Authority^ that venerable Guide* 
*< Stands on my Part ; the fam'd Athenian Porch 
•* (And who for Wifdom fo renownM as They ?) 
'* Deny'id this Immortality to Man." 
I grant it ; but affirm, theyfrov'ilk too. 
A Riddle This I— Have Patience, 111 explain. 

What noble Vanities, what moral Flights* 
Glitt'ring thVo' their romantic Wifdom's Page, 
Make us, at once, defpife them, and admire f 
Fable is fiat to Thefe higb-feafon'd Sires ; 
They leave th' Extravagance of Song below. 
" Flefh Ihdl not feel ; or, feeling, fhall enjoy 
" The Dagger, or the Rack ; to them, alike 
" A Bed of Rofes, or the burning Bull." 
In Men exploding all beyond the Grave, 
Strange Doctrine, This! As Do^rine, it was firange ; 
But not* as Frophecy % for fucb it prov'd, 

And^ 
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And, to their own Amazement, was fulfill'd : 
^bey fcign'd a Firmnefs Chriftians need not feign. 
The Cbriftian truly triumph'd in the Flame : 
The Stoic faw, in double Wonder loft. 
Wonder at Them, and Wonder at Y^vaStXi, 
To find the bold Adventures of his Thought 
AW bold, and that he drove to lye in vain. 

Whence, then, thofc Thoughts ? Thofe tow'rlng 
Thoughts, that flew 
Such monllrous Heights ? — From JnftinB^ and from Vride. 
The glorious Inftind of a deathlefs Soul, 
Confusedly confcious of her Dignity, 
Suggefted Truths they could not underfland* 
In LvJFs Dominion, and in ?a(Jion\ Storm, 
Tntth^s Syftem broken, fcatter'd Fragments lay. 
As Light in Chaos, glimm'ring thro* the Gloom 5 
Smit with the Pomp of lofty Sentiments, 
Pleas'd Pride proclaimed, what Reafin difbeliev'd. 
Fride, like the Delphic Prieftefs, with a Swell, 
Rav'd Nonfenfe, deftin'd to be Futun Senfc, 
When Life Immortal^ in full Day, ihould fhine | 
And Death* s dark Shadows fly the Gofpel Sun. 
T^bey fpoke, what nothing but Immortal Souls 
Could fpeak ; and thus the Truth they queftion'd, prov'd. 

Can then Ahfurditiesy as well as Crimesy 
Speak Man Immortal ? All things fpeak him. fo. 
Much has been urg'd ; and doll thou call for more ? 
Call ; and with endlefs Queftions be diflrcft. 
All unrefolveableJ^ if Earth is All. 

" Why Life, a Moment ; Infinite, Defire ? 
" Our Wifh, Eternity ? our Home, the Grave ? 
" Heav'n's Prcmife dormant lies in human Hope^ 
" Who fwijhes Life Immortal, proves it too. 
" Why Happinefs purfu'd, tho* never found ? 
" Man's Thirft of Happinefs declares It is, 
" (For Nature never gravitates to nought) ; 
!* That Thirft unqucncht declares // is net Here. 

I ''My 
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" My Lucia, Thy Clarissa, call to Thought; 

•* Why cordial Friendjhip riveted fo deep, 

** As Hearts to pierce at firft, at parting, rend, 

^* If Friend, and Friendfhip, vamih in an Hour ? 

** Is not This Torment in the Maflc of Joy ? 

*' Why by Repaim marr'd the Joys of Smfe ? 

** Why Pafi, and Future, preying on our Hearts^ 

•* And putting all our prefent Joys to Death ? 

** Why labours Reafon ? InftinSl wtre as well ; 

«« Inllind, far better ; what can chu/e, can err : 

« O how infallible the thoughtlefs Brute ! 

•* 'Twere well his Holinefs were half as furc, 

•* Reafon with Inclination, why at War ? 

*' Why Senfe of Guilt ? Why Confcience up in Arms ?** 

Confcience of Guilt, is Prophecy of Pain, 
And Bofom council to decline the Blow. 
Reafon with Inclination ne'er had jarred. 
If nothing Future paid Forbearance Here. 
Thus on — Thefe, and a thoufand Pleas uncall'd. 
All promife, feme enfure, a fccond Scene 5 
Which, were it doubtful^ would be dearer far 
Than all Things elfe moft certain ; were it falfe. 
What Truth on Earth fo precious as the Lye ? 
This World it gives us, let what will enfue ; 
This World it gives, in that high Cordial, Hope : 
The Future of the prefent is the Soul : 
How this Life groans, when fever'd from the next ? 
Poor, mutilated Wretch, that Difbelieves 1 
By dark Diflruft his Being cut in two. 
In both Parts perifties ; Life void of Joy, 
Sad Prelude of Eternity in Pain ! 

r 

Couldfl Thou perfuade me, the next Life could fail 
Our ardent Wifhes ; how fhould I pour out 
My bleeding Heart in Anguifh, »#ac, as deep ! 
Oh ! with what Thoughts, thy Hope^ and my Defpair^ 
Abhorr'd Annihilation ! blafts the Soul, 
And wide- extends the Bounds of human Woe f 
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Could I believe Lorenzo's Syftem true. 

In this black Channel would my Ravings run. 

" Grief from the Future borrowed Peace, cre-while. 
** The Future 'uanijht ! and the Prefent pain'' til 
" . Strange Import of unprecedented 111 ! 
** Fall, how profound! Like Lucifer's, the Fall! 
'* Unequa' Fate I His Fall, without his Guilt f 
" From where fond Hope built her Pavilion high 
" The Gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at once 
" To Night ! To Nothing f Darker ftill than Night. 
*' U 'twas a Dream, why wake me, my word Foe, 
** Lorenzo! boallful of the Name of Friend ! 
•• O for Delufion ! O for Error ftill ! 
" Could Vengeance ftrike much ftronger than to plant 
** A Thinking Being in a World like This, 
" Not over-rich before, nG<w beggar'd quite ; 
" More curft than at the Fall? — The Sun goes out ! 
*' The Thorns Ihoot up! What Thorns in ev'ryThougl\t? 
" Why Senfe of Better ? It imbitters Worfe. 
'• Why Senfe ? Why Life ? If but to ftgh, then fink 
'* To what I was ? Tcwice Nothing ! and much Woe! 
** Woe, from Heav'n's Bounties ! Woe, from what waa 

wont 
** To flatter, moft, \a^ Intelhaual FoiMers. 

" Thought^ Virtue^ Knoivlege ! Bleffings, by thy Scheme, 
*' All poifon'd into Pains, Firft, Kno^lege, once 
** My Soul's Ambition, ntmx; her greateft Dread. 
" To kniyw myfelfy true Wifdom ? — .No, to fhuii 
**. That ihocking Science. Parent of Defpair ! 
^' Avert thy Mirror : If I fee, I die. 

** Knonu my Creator ! Climb His bleft Abode 
*' By painful Speculation, pierce the Veil, 
** Dive in His Nature, read His Attributes, 
** A(id,gfl?-e ki Admiration — on a Foe^ 
*' Obtruding Life, with-holding Happinefs ! 
*^^om the full Rivers that furround-His Throne, 
*^^ot letting fall one Drop of Joy on Aian; 
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«* Man gafping for one Drop, that he might ccafc 
" To curfe bis Bixth, nor envy Reptiles more ! 
** Ye fable Clouds! Ye darkefl Shades of Night? 
*• Hide Him^ for ever hide Him, from my Thought, 
" Once all my Comfort ; Source, and Soul of Joy ! 
•* Now leagued witb Furies, and witb Thee, againft mc. 

** Kn(nv His Jtchie<vementj ! Study His Renown I 
** Contemplate this amazing Univerfe, 
** Dropt from His Hand, with Miracles replete I 
" For what ? 'Mid Miracles of nobler Name, 
« To find one Miracle oi Mifery ? 
** To find the Being, which alone can knvw 
" And fraife His Works, ia Blemilh on His Praife ? 
** Thro' Nature's ample Range, in Thought, to ftrole, 
*' And ftart at Man^ the fingle Mourner 1 here, 
** Breathing high Hope I chain'd down to Pangs, and Death ( 

" Knowing is SuiTring : And ihall Virtue fhare 
•* The Sigh oi Kno^lege ? Virtue fhares the Sigh. 
•' By draining up the Steep of Excellent^ 
** By Battles fought, and, from Temptation^ won, 
** What gains (he, but the Pang of feeing Worth, 
*' Angelic Worth, foon, (huffled in the Dark * 
•« With ev'ry Vice, and fwept to brutal Dufl ? 
•* Merit is Madnefs ; Virtue is a Crime j 
" A Crime to Reafin^ if it cofts us Pain 
" Unpaid: What Pain, amidft a thoufand more, 
** To think the moft Abandon" J^ after Days 
** Of Triumph o'er their Betters, find in Death 
•' As foft a Pillow, nor make fouler Clay! 

•' Duty ! Religion f ^Thefe, our Duty done, 

** Imply Reward. Religion is Miflake. 

•* Duty f There's none, but to repel the Cheat. 

** Ye Cheats ! away ! ye Daughters of my Pride ! 
** Who feign yourfelves the Fav'rites af^-tfee^Skies ; 
" Ye tow'xmg Hopes I abortive Energies ! 
** That tofs, and^druggle in my lying Breaft, 
« To fcalg thc'Skies, and build Prefumptions Thtre, 
.^ 2 •* Ai 



Digitized by Google 



il^tffStC&OttSte &c. i;3' 

*' As I were Heir of an Eternity, 

" Vain, vain Ambitions ! trouble me no more. 

" Why travel far in Queft of fure Defeat ? 

•* As bounded as my Being, be my Wilh. 

" All is inverted, Wifdom is a Fool. 

" Senfe / take the Rein ; blind PaJ/ion ! drive us on ; 

*/ And, Ignorance ! befriend as on our Way j 

" Ye «^T»; but trueji Patrons of our Peace ! 

" Yes ; give the Pulfe full Empire ; live the Brute, . 

" Since, as the Brute, we die. The Sum of Man, 

" Of Godlike Man ! to re^vel, and to rot. 

*' But not on equal Terms with other Brutes r 
'* Their Revels a more poignant Relifh yield, 
" And fafer too ; They never Poifons chufe. 
" InftinB, than Reafon^ makes more wholfome Meals^ 
" And fends all-marring Murmur far away. 
" Foxfen/uai Life They beft Philofophrze ; 
" Theirs^ that Serene^ the Sages fought in vain : 
'• 'Tis Man alone expoftulates with Heav'n ; 
" Hisy all the P^^ovV, and all the Caufe^ to mourn. 
** Shall human Eyes alone diflblve in Tears ? 
" And, bleed, in Anguifh, none but human Hearts f 
" The wide-ftretcht Realm of Intelhaual Woe, 
" Surpafling Sen/ual far, is All our Own. 
" In Life fo fatally diftinguifht, why 
** Caft in one Lot, confounded, lumpt, in Death f 

** Ere yet in Being, was Mankind in Guilt ? 
•* Why thunder'd this peculiar Claufe againft us, 
" All-mortal J amkJll-^r etched ! — ^Have the Skies 
** Reafons of State, their Subjects may not fcan, 
** Nor humbly reafon, when they/orely iigh ? 
*' All-mortal, and All -nuretched ! -^''Tiz too telmzIx i 
** Unparallel'd in Nature : 'Tis too much 
" On Being unrequefted at Thy Hands, 
" Omni potent I for I fee nought but Tower, 

" And why fee That? ^\iy Thought? To toil, and eat, 
[' Then make our Bed in Darknefs, needs no Thought. 
Is f« What 
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•* What Superfluities are reasoning Souls I 

•• Oh give Eternity ! or Thought deftroy. 

•' But without Thought our Curfe were half-unfcit ; 

•* Its blunted Edge would fpare the throbbing Heart, 

•* And, therefore, 'tis beftow'd. I thank thee, Rea/mf 

** For aiding Lifers too fmall Calamities, 

•* And giving Being to the Dread of Death, 

•* Such are thy Bounties I — ^Was it then too much 

** For jwf, to trefpafs on the Brutal Rights ? 

**^ Too much for Heani'n to make one Emmet more? 

" Too much for Chaos to permit my Mafs 

" A longer Stay with Effences un wrought, 

" Unfafhion'd, untormentedlntoAfo^/* 

^* Wretched Preferment to this Round of Pains ! 

" Wretched Capacity of Phrenfy, Thought ! f 

•* Wretched Capadty of Dying, Life f 

** Life, Thought, Worth, Wifiom, AH (O foul Rcvok !) 

f Once Friends to Peace, gone over to the Foe. 

" Death, then, has chang'd its Nature too : O Death! 

•* Come to my Bofom, Thou beil Gift of Heav'n ! 

•* Bed Friend of Man ! fmce Man is Man no more. 

•* Why in this thorny Wildernefs fo long, 

•* Since there's no Promised Land'% ambrofial Bower, 

*' To pay me with its Honey for my Stings ? 

•« \^ needful to the felfilh Schemes of Heaven 

«' To IKng us fore, why mockt our Mifery ? 

** Why this fo fumptuous Infult o'er our Heads ? 

*' Why this illuftrious Canopy difplay'd ? 

<« Why fo magnificently lodg'd Defpair P 

«< At ftated Periods, fure-returning, rote 

«< Thefe glorious Orbs, that Mortals may compute 

<« Their Length of Labours, and of Pains ; nor lofe 

** Their Mifery's full Meafure P — Smiles with Fiowers, 

** And Fruits, promifcuous, ever- teeming Earth, 

" That Man may languifh in luxurious Scenes, 

*« And in an Eden mourn his wither'd Joys ? 

" Claim Earth and Skies Man's Admiration, due 

«< For/uch Delights I Blcft Animals ! too Wife 

« To 'wornkf I and too Happy to complain I 
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" Our Doom decreed demands a. mournful Sccn^ : 
" Why not a Dungeon dark, for the Condemned? 
" Why not the Dragon's fubterranean Den, 
** For Man to howl in ? Why not his Abode 
** Of the fame difmal Colour with his Fate ? 
" A Thibes, a Bahylon^ at vaft Expence 
" Of Time, ToiJ, Treafure, Art, for Owls and Adders, 
"As congruous, as, for Man, this Ipfty Dome, 
** Which prompts proud Thought, and kindles high D^fir^ 5 
** If, from her humble Chafmbcr in the Dull, 
" While proud Thought fwdls,* and high Defire inflameSj 
•* The poor Worm caUs us for her Inmates then \ 
" And, round us. Deaths inexorable Hand 
" Draws the dark Curtain clofe j undrawn no jnorr. 

" Undraivn no more ! — ^Behind the Cloud of DiAfts 
** Once, I beheld a Sun ; a Sun which gilt 
" That fable Cloud, and tum'd it all to Gold : 
" How the Grave*s alter'd ! Fatbomlefs, as Hell ! 
" A reai Hell to Thofe who dreamt of Heaven. 
** Annihilation ! How it yawns before me ! 
" Next Moment I may drop from Thought^ from Senfe^ 
" The Privilege of Angels, and of Worms, 
" An Outcaft from Exiftence ! And this Spirit, 
" This all-pervading, this all-confcious Soul, 
** This Particle of Energy divine, 
" Which travels Nature, flies from Star to Star, 
** And vifits Gods, and emulates their Powers, 
** For ever is extingui(ht. Horror ! Death t 
** Death of thm Death Ifearle/s, once furvey'd !— 
" When Horror Umverfal fhall defcend, 
" And Heav'n's dark Concave urn all Human Race# 
" On that enormous, unrefunding Tomb, 
" How juft this Verfe ! this monumental Sigh ! '• 
Beneath the Lumber of demolijht Worlds^ 
Deep ih the Rubbijh of the general Wrecks 
Sivept Ignominious to the common Mafs 
Of Matter^ ne*ver dignify d nvith Life, * 

Here lie proud Rationals i The Sons of Heaven ! 
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The Lords of Earth ! The Property of Worms ! 
Beings of Yefter day y and no To-morrow f 
Who li'v'din Terror^ and in Pangs expired! 
MI gone to rot in Chaos ; or, to make 
Their happy Tranjst into Blocks or Brutes, 
Nor longer fully their CreatorV Name, 

Lorenzo I hear, paufe, ponder, and pronounce, 
Juft is this Hiilory ? U fuch is Man, 
Mankind's Hiftorian, tho' Divine, might weep. 
And dares Lozenzo fmile ? — I know thee Proud ; 
For once let Pride befriend thee : Pride looks pale 
At fuch a Scene, and fighs for fomething more. 
Amid thy Boafts, Prefumptions, and Difplays, 
And art Thou Then a Shadow ? Lefs than Shade ? 
A Nothing ? Lefs than Nothing ? To have been. 
And not to be^ is lower than Unborn. 
Art thou ambitious ? Why then make the Wonrv 
Thine Equal ? Runs thy Tafte of Pleafure high ? 
Why patronize fure Death of evVy Joy ? 
Charm Riches ? Why chufe Begg'ry in the Grave, 
Of evVy Hope a Bankrupt \ and for ever ? 
Ambition^ Plecffure^ Advance, perfuade Thee 
To make that World of Glory, Rapture, Wealth, 
They * lately ^r^vV, thy Soul's fupreme Dtfir^. 

What art thou made of? Rather, how Unmade ? 
Great Nature's Mafter-appetite deflroy'd ! 
Is endlefs Life, and Happinefs, defpis'd ? 
Or Both wifht, Here^ where Neither can be found ? 
Such Man's perverfe, eternal War with Meav'n I 
Dar'ft Thou perfift ? And is there nought on Earth, 
But a long Train of tranfitory Forms, 
Rising, and breaking, Millions in an Hour ? 
Bubbles of a fantaftic Deity, blown up 
In Sport, and then in Cruelty deftroy'd ? . 
Oh I for what Crime, unmerciful Lorenzo f 
Deftroys thy Scheme the Whole of human Race ? 
Kind is fill Lucifer, compar'd to Thee : 

Ohf 

• In the Sixth Night. 
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Oh ! fpare this Wafte of Being half divine 1 
And vindicate th* Oeconomy of Heaven. 

Heav'n is all Love ; all Joy in giving Joy : 
It never had created, but to blefs : 
And ihall It, then, ftrikeoff the Lift of Life^ 
A Being Weft, or Worthy/^ to be ? 
Hcav'n ftarts at an annihilating God. 

Is That, all Natun ftarts at, thy Defire ? 
Art fuch a Clod to wifti thyfelf all Clay ? 
What is that dreadful Wifh ? — ^The dying Groaii^ 
Of Natufe, murder'd by the blackeft Guilt. 
What deadly Poifon has thy Nature drank > 
To Nature undebaucht no Shock fo great ; 
Nzture'a Firft Wilh is endle/s Happine/s ; 
Annihilation is ah After thought, . 
A monftrous Wifh, unborn till Virtue dies. 
And oh ! what Depth of Horror lies inclosed ! 
For Non-exiftence no Man ever wiflit. 
But, firft, he wiiht the Deity deftroy'd. 

If fo ; what Words are dark enough to dravfT 
Thy Pidure true ? The darkeft are too fair. 
Beneath what, baleful Planet, in what Hour 
Of Defperation, by what Fury's Aid, 
In what infernal Pofture of the Soul, ^ 

All Hell invited, and all Hell in Joy, 
At fuch a Birth, a Birth fo near of Kin, 
Did thy foul Fancy whelp fo black a Schetn# 
Of Hopes abortive, Faculties half-blown. 
And Deities hegun^ reduc'd to Duft ? 

There's nought (thou fayft) but one eternal Flux 
Of feeble Effences, tumultuous driven 
Thro' 7}V»^'s rough Billows into Night^s Abyfs. 
Say, in this rapid Tide of human Ruin, 
Is there no R^ck, on which Man's toffing Thought 
Can reft from iTerror, dare his Fate furvey. 
And boldly think it Something to be Born ? 
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Amid fuch hourly Wrecks of Bdng fair, 
' Is there no centra, aU>fuflaining Ba/e, 
AIl*realizing, all-conneding Power, 
Which, as it calPd forth idl Things, can recall. 
And force DeftruBion to refund her Spoil ? 
Command the Grave reftore her taken Prey ? 
Bid Death's dark Vale its Humah H^Ureil yield. 
And EartK and Ocean, pay their Debt of Man, 
True to the grand Depofit trulled There ? 
Is there no Potentate, ^hofe out-dretcht Arm, 
When rip'nine Time calls forth th' appointed Hoar, 
Pluckt from roul De^Htftatkn't famifiit Maw, 
Binds Prefent, Paft^ and Future^ to his Throne ? 
His Throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac'd. 
By germinating Beings cluilVing round ! 
A Garland worthy the Divinity I 
A Throne, by Heav'n's Omnipotence in Smiles, 
Built (like a Pharos tow'ring in the Waves) 
Amidft irtmenfe Effufions of his Love ! 
An Ocean of communicated Blifs ! 

An all-prolific, all preferving God ! 

7 his were a Goo indeed. -And fuch // Man, 

As here prefum'd : He rifes fixjm his Fall. 

Thinkft Thou Omnipotence a naked Root, 

Each BloiTom fair of DfiiTY dcftroy'd ? 

Nothing is dead ; nay, Nothihg flecps ; each Soul, 

That ever animated human Clay, 

Now wakes ; is on the Wing : And where, O where. 

Will the Swarm fettle ? — When the Trumpet'f, Call, 

As founding Brafs, colle£ls us, round Heav'n's Throne 

Conglob'd, we balk in everlafting Day, 

(Paternal Splendor !) and adhere for ever. 

Had not the Soul this Outlet to the Skies, 

In this vaft Veffel of the UnivCTfe, 

How fhould we gafp, as in an empty Void ! 

How in the Pangs of famifht Hope expire ! 



How bright fhls Profped fhines ! How gloomy, Thi 
A trembling World ! and a devouring Goo I 
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Earthy but the ShamWes of Omnipotence ! 
Hfa*vVs Fkce all ftain'd with cauflefs Maffacrcs 
Of countlefs Millions, bom to feel the Pang 
Of Being /^. Lorenzo ! can it be ? 
Tinj bids us ihudder at the Thoughts of Life: 
Who would be bom to fuch a Phantom World, 
Where nought Subilantial, but our Mifery ? 
Where Joy (if Joy) but heightens our Diftrefs, 
So foon to perHh, and revive no more ? 
The greater y«f;& a Joy, the more It pains. 
A World, where dark, myfterious Vanity 
Of Good, and ///, the diftant Colours blends. 
Confounds all Reafon^ and all Hope deflroys ; 
Reafon, and Hope, our fole Afylum Htre ! 
A World, fo far from Great (and yet how Great 
It fhines to Thee !) there's nothing Real in it ; 
Beingy a Shadow ! Confcioufnefs, a Dream ! 
A Dream, how dreadful ! Univerfal Blank 
Before it, and Behind f Poor Man, a Spark 
From Non-exiftence ftruck by Wrath divine. 
Glittering a Moment, nor that Moment fare, 
'Midft Upper, Nether, and Surrounding Night, 
His Sad, Sure, Sudden, and Eternal Tomb ! 

Lorenzo ? doft Thou feel thefe Arguments ? 
Or is there nought but Vengeance can be felt ? 
How haft Thou dar'd the Deity dethrone ? 
How dar'd india Him of a World like This ? 
If fuch the World, Creation was a Crime ; 
For what is Crime, but Caufe of Mifery ? 
Retra£t, Blafphemer ! And unriddle l^his. 
Of endlefs Arguments abo^e, helo^w. 
Without us, and ivithin, the ihort Refult— — — 
** IF Man's Immortal, there*! a God in Hea<veny, 

But wherefore fuch Redundancy ? Such Wafte 
Of Argument ? One fets my Soul at Reft ; 
One obvious, and at Hand, and, Oh ! — at Heart. 
Sojuft the Skies, Philander's Lifefo pain'd, 
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His Heart fo pure ; tbat^ or fucciedlng Scenes 
Have Palms lo give, or ne'er had He been born. 

** What an old Tale is This /" Lorenzo cries. — 
I grant this Argument is old ; but Truth 
No Years impair ; and had not This been True, 
Thou never hadll defpis'd it for its Age. 
Truth is Immortal as thy Soul ; and Fable 
As fleeting as thy Joys : Be wife, nor make 
Heav'n's higheft Blcffing, Vengeance ; O be wife \ 
Nor make a Curfe of Immortality. 

Say, know*ft Thou what // is ? Or what Thou art ? 
Know'ft Thou th' Importance of a Soul Immortal ? 
Behold this Midnight Glory ; Worlds on Worlds \ 
Amazing Pomp ! Redouble this Amaze ; 
Ten thoufand add ; add twice Ten thoufand more ; 
Then weigh the Whole ; One Soul outweighs them All ; 
And calls th' aflonilhing Magnificence 
Of unintelligent Creation poor. 

For This, believe not me % no Man believe ; 
Truft not in Words, but Deeds ; and Deeds no lefs 
Than thofe of the Supreme ; nor His, a Few ; 
Confult them All ; confulted. All proclaim 
Thy SouPs Importance : Tremble at Thyfelf ; 
For whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long : 
Has wak'd, and worked, for Ages ; from the Birth 
Of Nature to this Unbelieving Hour. 

In this fmall Province of His vaft Domain 
(All "Nature bow, while I pronounce his Name f) - 
What has God done, and not for this fole End, 
To refcue Souls from Death ? The SouVs high Price 
Is writ in all the Conduft of the Skies. 
The SouPs high Price is the Creation's Key, 
Unlocks its Myfteries, and naked lays 
^""he genuine Caufe of evVy Deed divine : 
That, is the Chain of Ages, which maintains 
Their obvious Corref^ondence, and unites 
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Mod didant Periods in One blefl Defign : 

fbat^ is the mighty Hinge, on which have turn'd 

All Revolutions, whether we regard 

The Nat^raly Ci<vi/f or Religious, World ; 

The Former Two, but Servants to the Third : 

To That their Duty done, they Both expire, 

Their Ma/s new- call, forgot their DeeJs reno^tCdi 

And Angels afk, *' Whtre once they Jhme fo fair ? " 

To lift us from this Abje£l, to Sublime ; 

This Flux, to Permanent ; this Dark to Day ; 

This Foul, to Pure ; this Turbid, to Serene ; 

This Mean, to Mighty ! — for this glorious End 

Th' Almighty, rifmg, his long Sabbath broke ; 

The World was Made ; was Ruin'd ; was Reflor'd ; 

Laws from the ^kies were Publifh'd j were Repeal'd ; 

On Earth Kings, Kingdoms, rofe ; Kings, Kingdoms, fell ; 

Fam'd Sages lighted up the Pagan World j 

Prophets from Sion darted a keen Glance 

Thro' diftant Age ; Saints travelled ; Martyrs bled ; 

By Wonders facred Nature ftood controuFd ; 

The Living were Tranllated ; Dead were Rais'd ; 
Angels, and more than Angels, came from Heaven ; 
And, oh I for This, defcended lower ftill ; 
Gilt was Heirs Gloom -, aftoniiht at his Gucft, 
For one (hort Moment Lucifer ador'd : 
Lorenzo I and wilt Thou do lefs ? — For Thisy 
That Hallo'w'd Page, Fools fcoiF at, was infpir'd. 
Of all thefe Truths thrice -venerable Code ! 
Deifts ! perform your Quarentine ; and then. 
Fail proftrate, ere you touch it, left you -die. 

Nor lefs intenfely bent Infernal Powers 
To mar, than thofe of Light, this End to gain, 
what a Scene is Here I — Lorenzo ! wake; 
Rife to the Thought ; exert, expand, thy Soul 
To take the vaft Idea : It denies 
All eife the Name of Great. Two warring Worlds f 
Not Europe againft Afric ; Warring Worlds, 
Of more than Mortal ! mounted on the Wing \ 

On 
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On ardent Wings of Energy, and Zeal, 

High-hov'ring o'er this little Brand of Strife ! 

This fublunary Ball — ^But Strife, for what ? 

In their own Caufe conflidUng ? No ; in Thine, 

In Man't, Hisfiugle Int'rcft blows the Flame ; 

His the fole Stake ; His Fate the Trumpet founds. 

Which kindles War Immortal. How It bums ! 

Tumultuous Swarms of Deities in Arms f 

Force Force oppofing, till the Waves run high. 

And tempeil Nature's univerfal Sphere. 

Such Oppofttes Eternal, Stedfaft, Stern, 

Such Foes Implacable, are Goo J, and ///; 

Yet Man, vain Man, would mediate Peace between them. 

Think not this Fidion. ** There was War in Hca^jen,''' 
From Heav'n's high cryftal Mountain were It hung, 
Th' Almighty's outftretcht Arm took down his Bow : 
And (hot His Indignation at the Deep : 
Re-thunder'd Hell^ and darted all her Fires.— 
And fceras the Stake of little Moment ftill ? 
And fl umbers Man^ who fmgly caus'd the Storm ? 
He fleeps. — And art Thou fhockt at Myfteries ? 
The Greateft, Thou. How dreadful to reflet. 
What Ardor, Care, and Counfel, Mortals caufe 
In Breafts Divine ! How little in their own ! 

Where- e'er I turn, how new Proofs pour upon me f 
How happily This wondVous View fupports 
My Former Argument ! How &xon^y Jlrikes 
Immortal Life\ full DemonHration, Here ! 
Why this Exertion ? Why this (htinge Regard 
From Heav'n's Omnipotent indulg'd to Man ?— • 
Becaufe, in Man, the glorious, dreadful Power, 
Extremely to be Pain'd, or Bleft, for Ever, 
Duration gives Importance ; fwells the Price, 
An Angel, if a Creature of a Day, 
What would He be ? A Trifle of no Weight ; 
Or Stand, or Fall ; no Matter which ; He's gone. 
Becaufe Immortal, therefore is indulg'd 
This fliange Regard of Deities to Dull. 

Hence, 
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Hence, Heav'n looks down on Earth with all her Eyes : 

Hence, the SouPs mighty Moment io her Sight : 

Hence, ev'ry Soul has Partifans Above, 

And ev'ry Thought a Critic in the Skies : 

Hence, Clay, rile City ! has Angels for its Gaard, 

And ev'ry Guard a Paffion for his Charge « 

Hence, from all Age, the Cabinet divine 

Has held high Counfel o'er the Fate of Man. 

Nor have the Clouds thofe gracioas Counfels hid. 
Angels undrew tlie Curtain of the Throne, 
And Pro v i demce came forth to meet Mankind : 
In various Modes of Empbaiis, and Awe, 
He fpoke his Will, and trembling Nature heard ; 
He fpoke it loud, in Thunder, and in Storm. 
Witnefs, Thou Sinai ! whofe Cloud- cover'd Height, 
And fhaken Bafis, own'd the prefent God : 
Witnefs, ye Bill(nvs ! whofe returning Tide, 
Breaking the Chain that faften'd it in Air, 
Swept Egypt, and her Menaces, to Hell : 
Witnefs, ye Flames! th' AJfyrian Tyrant blew 
To fev'nfoki Rage, as Impotent, as Strong : 
And Thou> Earth ! witnefs, whofe expanding Jaws 
Clos'd o'er f Prefumption's facrilegious Sons : 
Has not each Element, in Turn, fubfcrib'd 
The SouPs high Price, and fworn it to the Wife ? 
Has not Flame^ Oc^an, iEther, Earthquake, (trove 
To ftrike this Truth, thro' adamantine Man ? 
If not All-adama=fit, Lorenzo I hear; 
All is Delufion, Nature is wrapt up. 
In tenfold Night, from Reafotih keened Eye ; 
There's no Confiftence, Meaning, Plan, or End, 
In all beneath the Sun, in all above, 
(As far as Man can penetrate) or Heaven 
\% an Immenfe, Ineftimable Prize 5 
Or All is Nothing, or that Prize is All.— 
And Ihall each Toy be ftill a Match for Heaven ? 
And jfbU Equivalent for Groans Below ? 



• Kvrab^ tiu 
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Wiio would not give a Trifle to prevent 

What He would give a Thoufand Worlds to cureT 

Lorenzo f Thou hail fecn (if Thine, to fee) 
All Nature, and her God (by Nature's Courfe, 
And Nature's Courfe controuVd) declare for me : 
The Skies Above proclaim •* Immortal Man !" 
And, " Mzxi Immortal! '''' all Below refounds. 
The World's a Syftem of Theology, 
Read, by the greateft Strangers to the Schools ; 
If Honcjiy Leam'd ; and Sages o'er a Plough. 
Is not, Lorenzo ! then, impos'd on Thee 
This hard Alternative ; or, to renounce 
Thy Reafon, and thy Senfe ; or, to Believe ? 
What then is Unbelief? 'Tis an Exploit ; 
A ftrenuous Enterprize : To gain it, Man 
Muft burft thro' ev'ry Bar of common Senfe, 
Of common Shame, magnanimoufly wrong ; 
And what rewards the fturdy Combatant ? 
His Prize, Repentance ; Infamy, his Crown. 

But wherefore. Infamy ? — For want of Worth 
Down the deep Precipice of Wrong He Aides ; 
There's nothing to fupport him in the Right. 
Faith in the Future wanting, is, at leaft 
In Embryo, ev'ry Weakneis, ev'ry Guilt ^ 
And ftrong Temptation ripens it to Birth. 
If this Life's Gain invites him to the Deed, 
Why not his Country fold, his Father flain \ 
'Tis Virtue to purfue our Good Supreme ; 
And his Supreme, his 0»^ Good is Here. 
Ambition, A'v'rice, by the Wife difdain'd. 
Is perfedl Wifdom, while Mankind are Fools, 
And think a Turf, or Tombftone, covers All ; 
T^hefe find Employment, and provide for Senfe 
A richer Pafture, and a larger Range ; 
And Senfe by Right divine afcends the Throne, 
When Reafofiz Prize and Profpeft are no more 5 
Virtue no more we think the Will of Heaven. 
Would Heav'n quite heggnr Virtue, if bdov'd ? 
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* Has F'irfue Charms ?"-i-I grant Her heavenly Fair j 
But if unportion'd, all will Int*reji wed ; 
Tho' ^hat our Admiration, ^hi$ our Choice. 
The Virtues grow on Immortality ; 
That Root deftroy'd, they wither and expire. 
A Deity believ'd, will nought avail ; 
Regards and Punijhments make God ador'd ; . 
Aad Eofei and Fears give Confeience all her Power. 
As in the dying Parent dies the Child, 
Virtue y "WiiYi Immortality^ expires. 
Who tells me He denies his Soul Immortal, 
Whate'er his Boaft, has told me. He's a Knave. 
His Duty 'tis, to love Himfelf alofie ; 
Nor care tho' Mankind perifh, if He fmiles. 
Who thinks ere-long the Man fhall iv holly di\^. 
Is dead already i nought but Brute furvives. 

And are there fuch ? — Such Candidates there ar« 
For more than Death ; for utter Lofs of Being ; 
Being, the Bafis of the Deity ! 
Afk you the Cau/e /»— -The Caufe they will not tell ; 
Nor need they : Oh the Sorceries of Sen/e I 
7hey work this Transformation on the Soul, 
Difmount her like the Serpent at the Fall, 
Difmount her from her native Wing (which foar'd 
Ere-while ethereal Heights), and throw her down. 
To lick the Duft, and crawl, in fuch a Thought. 

Is it in Words to paint you ? O ye Fall'n f 
FalPn from the Wings of Reaforiy and of Hofe I 
Ercft in Stature, Prone in Appetite \ 
Patrons of Pleafure, polling into Pain ! 
Lovers <^ Argument, averle to Senfe I 
Boafters of Liberty, faft-bound in Chains ! 
Lords of the wide Creation, and the Shame f 
^ore Senfelefs than th' Irrationals ycm fcorn ! 
^ore Ba/e than thofe you rule 1 Than thofe you pity, 
•"ar more Undone ! O ye itioft infamous 
!)f Beings, from Superior Dignity I 

Dccpeft 
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Deepefl in Woe from Means of boundlefs Blifs ! 

Ye curft by Bkflings infinite ! Becaufe 

Moft highly favour'd, moft profoundly loft I 

Ye motly Mafs of Contradi£iiou ftrong ! 

And are you, too, convinced, your Souls Hy off 

In Exhalation foft, and die in Air, 

From the full Flood of Evidence agaittfi yon ^ 

In the coarfe Drudgeries, and Sinks of Sen/d^ ' 

Your Souls have quite worn out the Make of Heaven^ 

By Vice new-caft, and Creatures of your own : 

But tho' you can deform, you can*t dejiroy ; 

To curfe, not uncreate, is all your Power. 

Lorenzo ! this black Brotherhood renounce^ 
Renounce St. Evrenumt^ and read St. Paul. 
Ere rapt by Miracle, by Reafon wing'd 
His mounting Mind made long Abode in Heaven* 
ms is Freetbtnkingt unconfin'd to Parts, 
To fend the Soul, on curious Travel bent. 
Thro' all the Provinces of Human Thought, 
To dart her Flight, thro' the whole Sphere of Man j 
Of this vaft Univcrfe to make the Tour ; 
In each Recefs of Space, and Time, at Home ; 
Familia'r''with their Wonders ; diving deep ; 
And, like a Prince of boundlefs Int'refts There^ 
Still mod ambitious of the moil Remote $ 
To look on Truth unbroken, and intire ; 
Truth in the Syjiem, the full Orb ; where Truths 
By Truths enlighten'd, and fuftain'd, afford 
An arch-like, ftrong Foundation, to fupport 
Th' incumbent Weight of abfolutc, complete 
Cowvietion ; Here, the more we prefs, we ftand 
More Firm ; Who moft Examine moft Believe. 
Parts, like Half-fentenceF, confound ; the Whole 
Conveys the Senfe, and God is underftood ; 
Who not in Fragments writes to Human Race : 
Read his fwhale Volume, Sceptic ! then Re{dy. 

This, This, is Thinking-free, a Thought that grafps 

Beyond a Grain, and looks beyond an Hour* 

Tora 
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Turn up thine Eye, furvey this Midnight Scene 5 
What are Earth's Kingdom?, to yon boundlefs Orbs^ 
Of human Souls, one Day, the deftin'd Range ? 
And what yon boundlcfe Orbs, to Godlike Man ? 
Thofe numVous Worlds that throng the Firmament^ 
And aik more Space in Heav'n, can rowl at large 
In MatC% capacious Thought, and ftill leave Room 
For ampler Orbs \ for new Creations, There. 
Qznfuch a Soul contraft itfelf, to gripe 
A Point of no Dimenfion, of no Weight ? 
It can ; it does : The World is fuch a Point, 
And, of that Point, how fmall a Part enflaves ? 

How fmall a Part— of Nothings (hall I fay ? 
Why not ? — Friends^ our chief Txe2S\xx^ ! How they drop I 
LvciA, Narcissa fair. Philander, gone! 
The Grave, like fabled Cerberus^ has op'd 
A Triple Mouth ; and, in an awful Voice, 
Loud calls my Soul, and utters AH I iing. 
How the World falls to-pieces round about us. 
And leaves us in a Ruin of our Joy ! 
What fays This Tran/portation of my Friends ? 
It bids me love the Place where now they dwell. 
And fcorn this wretched Spot, they leave fo Poor. 
Eternity's vafl Ocean lies before thee ; 
There, There, Lorenzo! thy Clarissa fails. 
Give thy Mind Sea- Room ; keep it wide o£ Earth, 
That Rock of Souls immortal ; cut thy Cord 5 
Weigh Anchor ; fpread thy Sails ; call ev'ry Wind j 
Eye thy Gnat Pole-ftar j make the Land of Life. 

Two Kinds of Life has double-natur'^d MdJi, 
And Two of Death j the Lajl far more fevere. 
Life animal is nurtured by the Sun ; * 
Thrives on his Bounties, triumphs in his Beams. 
Life rational fubfids on higher Food, 
Triumphant in His Beams, who made the Day. 
When we leave that Sun, and are left by this^ 
(The Fate of all who die in ilubbom Guilt) 
•Tm utter Darknefs i ftriaiy Double Death. 

^ We 
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Wc fink by no Judicial Stroke of Heaven, 
But Nature's Courfe ; as fure as Plupibets fall. 
Since Go Dy or Man, muft alter, ere they meet, 
(For Light and Darknefs blend not in one Sphcre)^ 
*Tis xnanifeily Lorenzo \ 'wJb§ mnfl change. 

I^ then, that Doaile Death fhould prove thy Lot^ 
Blame not the Bowels of the Deity j 
Man fhall be bleft, as far as Man permits. 
Not Man alone, all Rationals, Heav'n arms 
With an Illuftrious, but Tremendous, Power 
To counter-aft Its own moft gracious Ends; 
And this, of llridl Neceflity, not Choice ; 
7hat Pow'r denyM, Mtn^ Angels, were no more^ 
Sut pailive Engines, void of Praife, or Blame. 
A Nature Rational implies the Power 
Of being bleft, or wretched, as we pleafe jr 
Elfc idle Reafon would have nought to do ; 
And he that would be barr'd Capacity 
Of Pain, courts Incapacity of Blifs. 
Heav'n wills our Happinefs, allows our Doom f 
Jwuites us ardently, but not compels ; 
Heav'n h\itper/uadesy almighty Man decrees '^ 
Man is the Maker of Immortal Fates. 
Man falls by Man, if finally He falls f 
And fall He mufi, who learns from Death alone^ 
The dreadful Secret, — That he li<ves for Ever. 

Why This to thee ? Thee yet, perhaps, in Doubt 
Of Second Life ? But wherefore doubtful ftilU 
Eternal Life is Nature's ardent Wifh ; 
What ardently we wilh, v/efion believe : 
Thy tardy Faith declares that Wifh deftroy'd r 
What has deftroy'S it ?— Shall I tell thee. What ? 
When/^^jrV the Future, 'tis no longer wifht ; 
And, when Unwiflit, vf^Jlriie to Diibelieve. 
•* 7hus Infidelity our Guilt betrays.''^ 
Nor that thc/ole Detedlion ! Blufti, Lorenzo ? 
BlujQi for Hypocrify, if not for Guilt. 

The 
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Th& Future fear* dP An Infidel, and fear! 

Fear what I a Dream ? a Fable ? — How thy Dread, 

Virwilling Evidence, and therefore Strongs 

Affords my Cauie an undeiign^d Support I 

How DiJheUef zSaxms^ what it denies I 

" //, unawares^ afferts Immortal Life.^^"^ 

Surprifmg J Infidelity turns out 

A Creed, and a Confejfion of our Sins : 

Apoftates, thus, are Orthodox Divines. 

Lorenzo ! with Lorenzo cla(h no more ; 
Nor longer a Tranjparent Vizor wear. 
Tbink'ft Thou, Religiok only has her Made ? 
Our Infidels are Satan*% Hypocrites, 
Tretend the Worft, and, at the Bottom, fail. 
When vifited by Thought (Thought mjill intrude). 
Like Him they ferve. They trembUy and believe. 
Is there Hypocrify fo foul as This ? 
So fatal to the Welfare of the World ? 
What Deteftation, what Contempt , their Due ? 
And, if unpaid, be thanked for their Efcape 
^hat Chriftian Candor they >?r/«i;^ hard to fcom. 
If not for that Afylum, they might find 
A Hell OH Earth ; nor 'fcapc a worfe Below. 

With Infolence, and Impotence of Thought, 
Inftead of racking Fancy, to refute. 
Reform thy Manners, and the Truth enjcy.-^^ 
But (hall I dare confefs the dire Refult ? 
Can thy proud Reafon brook fo black a Brand ? 
^TOm purer Manners^ to fublimer Faith, 
Is Nature^s unavoidable Afcent ; 
An honeft Deift, where the Gofpel fhines, 
Matur'd to nobler, in the Chrijiian ends. 
When that l>left Change arrives, e'en caft afide 
This Song fuperfluous ; Life immortal (hikes 
ConvidUon, in a Flood of Light Di'vine. 
A Chriftian dwells, like f Uriel, in the Sans 
Meridian Evidence puts Doubt to Flight ; f 
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And ardent Hope anticipates the Skies. 

Of that bright Sun, Lorenzo I fcalc the Sphere; 

'Tis eafy ; It Invites thee ; It defcends 

From Heav*n to wooey and waft thee whence It came : 

Read and revere the Sacred Page ; a Page 

Where triumphs hnmoriality ; a Page 

Which not the whole Creation could produce ; 

Which not the Conflagration fhall deftroy ; 

In Natnre^s Ruins not one Letter loft : 

'Tis printed in the Mind of Gods for ever. 

In proud Difdain of what e'en Gods adore, 
Doft fmile? — Poor Wretch ! thy Guardian Angel wcepi. 
Angels^ and Men, affent to what I fmg ; 
Wits fmile, and thank me for my Midnight Dream* 
How vicious Hearts fume Phrenfy to the Brain ? 
Parts pufli us on to Pride, and Pride to Shame ; 
Pert Infidelity is Wit\ Cockade, ** 

To grace the brazen Brow that braves the Skies, 
By Lofs of Bei^j dreadfully fecure. 
Lorenzo ! ri thy Dodtrine wins the Day, 
And drives my Dreams, defeated, from the Field ; 
If This is All, if Earth z final Scene, 
Take heed ; ftand fail ; be f ure to be d Knan>e ; 
A Knave in Grain ! ne'er deviate to the Right : 
Shouldft Thou be G<?«/^— How infinite thy Lofs ! 
Guilt only makes Annihi lotion Gain. 
Bleft Scheme ! which Life deprives ^f Comfort., Dcadi 
Of Hope ; and whidi Vice only recommends. 
If fo ; ivhere. Infidels ! your Bait thrown out 
To catch weak Converts ? ffhere your lofty Boaft 
Of Zeal for Virtue, and of Z>iv to Man ? 
Annihilation! I confefs, inThefe. 

What can Reclaim you f Date I hope profound 
Philofophers the Converts of a Song F 
Yet know, /// * Title flatters jw/, not me ; 
Yours be the Praife to make my Title good ; 
Mine, to BlaTs Heaven, and triumph in j^p^r Pfftife. 

B 

• The Infiiel Reclaimed, 
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But fince fo Peftilential your Difeafc, 
Though fov'reign is the Mcd'dne I prefcribe. 
As yet, ril neither Triumph, nor Defpair : 
But hope, ere-long my Midnight Dream will wake 
Your Hearts, and teach your Wifdom — to be wife : 
For why fhould Souls Immortal, made for Blifs, 
E'er wiih (and wi(h in vain !) that Souls could die ? 
What ne'er can die. Oh ! grant to live ; and crown 
The Wiih, and Aim, and Labour of the Skies ; 
Increafe^ and enter on the Joys of Heaven : 
Thus fliall my Title pafs a /acred Seal, 
Receive an Imprimatur from Above, 
While Angels fhout — An Infdel Reclaimed! 

To clofe, Lorenzo I Spite of all my Pains, 
Sti/I (eems it ftrange, that Thou Ihouldft Vive for ever? 
Is it lefi Grange, that Thou ihouldft live at all? 
^hii is a Miracle ; and Ihat no more. 
Who gave Beginning, can exclude an End. 
Deny Thou art : Then, doubt if Thon J^alt he. 
A Miracle with Miracles inclos'd. 
Is Man : And ftarts his Faith at what is Strange ? 
What Ids than Wonders, from the Wonderful % 
What lefs than Miracles, from God, can flow ? 
Admit a GO Z>— that Myftery Supreme ! 
That Caufe uncaus'd ! AH orfier Wonders ceafe ; 
Nothing is Matvellous for Him to do : 
Deny Htm — all is Myftery beiides ; 
Millions of Myfteries ! Each Daricer far. 
Than That thy Wildom would, unwifely, ihun. 
If nveak thy Faith, why chufe the Harder Side ? 
We nothing knonv, bi\t what is Marvellous ; 
Yet what is Marvellous, wc can't btlie^ve. 
So Weak our Reafoh^ and fo Great our Goi^ 
What moft furprifes in the Sacred Page^ 
Or full as Strange, or Stranger, muft tffe True. 
Faith is not Reafon's Labour, but Kcpofe. 

To Faifhf and Virtue^ why fo backwali Man ? 
From Hence :— The Prefent ftrongly ftrikes us All ; 

The 
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The Future, faintly : Caa we, then, be Men ? 

If Men, Lorenzo f the Re'verfe is Right. 

Rea/on is Man's Peculiar ; Sen/e, the Brute's. 

The Pre/ient is the Scanty Realm oi Senfe ; 

The Future, Rea/on* % Empire unconiin'd ; 

On That expending all her Godlike Power, 

She Plans, Provides, E^^atiates, Triumphs, there i 

There, builds her. -5/i?^»j-/ ; There, expeds her Fr<ii/? j 

And nothing aiks of Fortune^ or of Men. 

And what is Rea/on ? Be {he, thus, defined ; 

Reafon is JJprright Stature in the Soul, 

Oh ! be a Man ; — and ibive to be a God. 

" For what ? (Thou fayfl) : To damp the Joys of 
Lifei" 
No 5 to give Heart and Suh/iance to thy Joys. 
That Tyrant, Hope ; mark, how (he domineers ; 
She bids us quit Realities, for Dreams \ . 
Safety, and Peace, for Hazard, and Alarm % 
That Tyrant o'er the Tyrants of the Soul, 
She bids Ambition quit its taken Prize, 
Spurn the luxuriant Branch on which // fits, 
Tho' bearing Crowns, to fpring at di/iant Game ; 
And plunge in Toils, and Dangers — for Repofe. . 
If Hope precarious, and of Things, when gained. 
Of Litue Moment, and as Little Stay, 
Can fwecten Toils and Dangers into Joys ; 
What then, That Hope, which nothing can defeat. 
Our Leave unafk'd ? Rich Hope of boundlefs Blifs \ 
Blifs, paft Jlftf«'s Pow'r to paint it ; Time's, to dofe I 

This Hope is Earth's moft ellimable Prize : 
This is Man's Portion, while no more than Man : 
Hope, of all Paffions, moft befrienSs us Here ; 
Paflions of Prouder Name befriend us lefs. 
Joy has her Tears ^ and Tran/port has her Death ; 
Hope, like a Cordial, innocent, tho' ftrong, 
Man's Heart, at once, in/pints, and /erenes ; 
Nor makes hi|p pay his Wifdom for his Joys 5 
*Tis All, our prefent State can/a/efy bear. 



Heald 



Digitized by Google 



St *^ *^^!lT^ '■ *"? ^^Sour to the Mind f 
And to the modeft Eye eia/Hj'J Delight ' 
lake the fair Summer-Ev'ning, mild? and fweet f 
Tis Man', full Cup ; hi, PaSdife Bdow f 

T 'I,!*'** ^*^S?^'' '*«'• orHop'd. orGain'd. 
Is All;_oar ^W. of Happinefs: FuU Proof 
I chofe no trivial or inglorious 7i.«,. ' 

And know ye Foes to Song f (weU-meaning Men 

Ut the Cr«w lifteni— and be^av^ ftUI. 
•ThePoetiaJPMt.ofit. 
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NIGHT THE EIGHTH. 

VIRTUE'S Apology: 

O R, 

pieMAi^ of the World Anfwered^ 

In which are Confidered, 

f 

The L o V E o/" This L i f e j 

'ihe Ambition and Pleasure, with the 
Wit and Wisdom, of the World. 
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NIGHT the EIGHTH. 



VIRTUE'S Apology: 

O R, 

')£ M A u of tie Wo KLT> Anfwered* 




Wm 



ND has all Nature, then, efpousM my Part ? 

Have I bribed Heav'n, and Earth, to pload 

againft thee ? 

,^ And is thy Soul Immortal? — What remains ? 

All, All, Lorenzo ! — ^Make Immortal, 

Bleft. 

Unbleft Immortals \ — What can (hock us more ? 
And yet, Lorenzo ftill afFefts the Worlds 
Ihcrc, ftows his Treafurc; Thence, his Title draws, 
Man of the World! (for fuch wouldft thou be call'd) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious Style ? 
Proud of Reproach ? For a Reproach it ova/. 
In antient Days ; and Christian,— -in an Age, 
When Men were Men, and not aiham*d of Heaven, 
tFiijd their Ambition, as it crowned their Joy. 
Sp^kled with Dews from the Qaftalian Font, 
FaUk would I re^bapUze thee, and confer 
A parer Spirit, ana a nobler Name. 

K3 
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Thy fond Attachments "fetal, and inflamed, 
Point out my Path, and didlate to my Song : 
To Thee, the World how Fair! How ftrongly ftrikct 
Ambition I. and gay Plen/ure ftronger ftill ! 
Thy Triple Bane I the Triple Bolt, that lays 
Thy Virtue dead ? Be Thi/e my Triple Theme ; 
Nor Ihall thy Wit^ or Wi/dotn, be forgot. 

Common the Theme ; not fo the Song ; if She 
My Song invokes, Urania, deigns to fmile. 
The Charm that chains us to the World, her Foe, 
If flie difiblves, the Man of Earth, at once. 
Starts from his Trance, and fighs for other Scenes ;. 
Scenes, w^ere thefe Sparks of Night, thefe Stahy fli 

fhine 
Unnumbered Suns (for all things^ as they arey 
The Blell behold) ; and, in one Glory, pour 
Their blended Blaze on Man's afloniftit Sight ; 
A Blaze,— the leaft illuilrious Objeft There. 

Lorenzo ! fince ^/^rW is at hand. 
To fwallow Timers Ambitions j as the vaft • 
Le^viathan^ the Bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming Billow ; what avail 
High Titles, high Defcent, Attainments high. 
If unattain'd our Higheft? O Lorenzo ! - 
What lofty Thoughts, thefe Elements above. 
What tow*ring Hopes, what Sallies from the Sun, 
What grand Surveys of Deftiny divine, 
And pompous Prefage of unfathomM Fate, 
Should roll in Bofoms, where a Spirit burns. 
Bound for Eternity ! In Bofoms read 
By Hiniy who Foibles in Archangels fees ! 
On human Hearts tit bends a jealous Eye, 
And marks, and in Heav'n's Regifter inrolls. 
The Rife, and Progrefs, of each Option there ; 4 

Sacred to Doomfday ? ihat the Page unfolds, 
Und fpreads us to the Gaze of Gods and Men. 
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And what an Option, OLorenzo! thine ? 
This World ! and This, unrivalPd by the Skies ! 
A World, where Lull of Pleafitrey Grandeur^ Gold, 
Three Demons that divide its Realms between theniy 
With Strokes alternate buffet to and fro 
Man's reftlefs Heart, their Sport, their flying Ball j 
Till, with the giddy Circle, fick, and tir'd. 
It pants for Peace, and drops into Defpair. 
Such is the World Lorenzo fets above 
That glorious Promi/e Angels were efteem'd 
Too mean to bring j a Promife, their Ador*d 
Defcended to communicate, and prefs. 
By Counfel, Miracle, Life, Death, on Man. 
Such is the World Lorenzo's Wifdom wooes. 
And on its thorny Pillow feeks Repofc ; 
A Pillow, which, like Opiates ill-prepar'd. 
Intoxicates, but not compofes ; fills 
The vifiopary Min4 with gay Chimeras, 
All the wild Trafli of Sleep, without the Reft ; 
What unfeign'd Travel, and what Dreams of Joy f 

How frail. Men, Things ! How momentary. Both \ 
Fantaflic Chace, of Shadows hunting Shades I 
The Gayy the Bufy^ equal, tho' unlike ; 
Equal in Wifdom, differently wife ! 
Through flow'ry Meadows, and through dreary Waftes, ^ 
One Buflling, and One Dancing, into Death. 
There's not a Day, but, to the Man of Thought, 
Betrays fome Secret, that throws new Reproach 
On Life, and makes him fick of feeing more. 
The Scenes of Bufinefs tell us—" What are Men ;" 
The Scenes of Pleafure—'' What is All befide ;" 
There Others we defpife j and Here^ Ourfelves. 
Amid Difguft eternal, dwells Delight ? 
Tis Approbation ftrikes the String of Joy. 

What wondrous Prize has kindled this Career, 
5tuns with the Din, and choaks us with the Duil, 
On Life's gay Stage, one Inch above the Grave ? 
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The Proud XMn up and down in queft of Eyes ; 

The Sett/ml in purfuic of fomething worfe ; 

The Gra've^ of Gold ; the Politic, of Power j 

And All, of other Butterflies, as vain f 

As Eddies draw things frivolous, and light. 

How is Man's Heart by Vanity drawn in j 

On the fwift Circle of returning Toys, 

Whirl'd, Straw-like, round and round, and then ingulph'd, 

Where gay Delufion darkens to Defpair I 

" This is a beaten Tracks — Is This a Track 
Should not be beaten ? Never beat enough. 
Till enough learnt the Truths it would infpire. 
Shall Truth be filent, becaufe "BoWy frowns r 
Turn the World's Hiftory ; what find we there^ 
But Fortune^s Sports, or Natureh cruel Claina^, 
Or Woman\ Artifice, or Man\ Revenge, 
And endlefs Inhumanities on Man } 
Fame's Trumpet feklom founds, but, like the Knell, 
It brings bad Tidings : How it hourly blows 
Man's Mifadventures round the lift'ning World! 
M^n is the Tale of narrative old Time ; 
Sad Tale \ which high as ParaSfe begins j 
As if, the Toil of Travel to delude, 
From Stage to Stage, in his eternal Round, 
The Days, his Daughters, as they fpin our Hours 
On Fortune* s Wheel, where Accident unthought 
Oft, in a Moment, fnaps Life's ftrongeft Thread, 
Each, in her Turn, fome tragic Story tells. 
With, now-and-then, a wretched Farce between ; 
And fills his Chronicle with human Woes. 

Time's Daughters, True as thofe of Men, deceive us; 
Not One, but puts fome Cheat on all Mankind ; 
While in their Fat her'' s Bofom, not yet Ours, 
They flatter our fond Hopes ; and promife much 
Of Amiable ; but hold him not o'er-wife. 
Who dares to trull them ; and laugh round the Year, 
At ftill-confiding, ftill- confounded, Man, 
Confiding, the' confounded ; hoping on, 
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Untaught by Trial, unconvinc'd by Proof, 

And Ever looking for the Never-ifien. 

Life to the laft, like hardened Felons, lyc$ ; 

Nor owns itfdf a Cheat, till It expires. 

Its little Joys go out by One and One, 

And leave poor Man, at length,, i^ pcrfed Night ; 

Night darker, than what, now, involves the Pole. 

O THOU, who doft permit thefe Ills to fall. 
For gracious Ends^, and wouldft^ that Man ihould mourn ! 
T H O U, whgfe Hand this goodly Fabric fram'd. 
Who know^il it bed, and wouldft that Man fhould know I 
What is this fublunary World ? A Vapour ; 
A Vapour all it. holds ; itfelf, a Vapour ; 
From the damp Bed of Chaos, by Thy Beam 
£xhal*d, ordained to fwim its deftin*d Hour 
In ambient Air, then melt, and difappear. 
EartFs Days are numberM, nor remote her Doom ; 
A& Mortal, tho* lefs Traniient, than her Sons ; 
Yet they doat on her, as the World and They 
Were both Eternal, Solid; THOU, a Dream, 

They doat, on What ? Immortal Views apart, 
A Region of Outfides I a Land of Shadows ! 
A fruitful Field of flow'ry Promifes ! 
A Wildernefs for Joys ! perplext with Doubts, 
And ftiarp with Thorns J A troubled Ocean^ fpread 
With bold Adventurers, . th^ir All on Board ; 
No fecond Hope, if here.thcir Fortune frowns ; 
Frown foon it muft. Of various Rates they fail. 
Of Enfigns various ; All alike in This, 
AU refficfs, anxious ; toA with Hopes, and Fears^ 
In calmeil Skies ;. obnoxious All to Storm ; 
And ik)rmy the moft general Blaft of Life : 
AU bound forHappinefs ; yet Few provide 
The Chart of Knowlege, pointing where it lies ; 
Or Virtue*^ Helm, to fhape the Courfe defign^d t 
All^ more or lefe, capricious Fate lament. 
Now lifted by the Tide, and now reforbM, 
And farther from their Wifhes, than before ; ^ 
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Jlly more or lefs, againft eacli other daih. 
To mutual Hurt, by Gufts of Paflion driven, 
And fufF'ring more from Folly, than from Fate. 

Ocean f Thou dreaiful, and tnmultuous Home 
Of Dangers, at eternal War with Man ! 
Deathh Capital, where moft he domineers. 
With all his chofen Terrors frowning round, 
(Tho' lately feafted high at • Albion's Coft) 
Wide-op'ning, and loud roaring Hill for more ! 
Too faithful Mirror ! how doft thou refledik 
^he melancholy Face of human Life ! 
The ftrong Refemblancc tempts me farther flill : 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper ftruck 
By mor4i irkth^ in fuch a Mirror feen. 
Which Nature holds for ever at her Eye. 

Self-flatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in Hope, 
When Toung, with fanguine Chear, and Streamers gay, 
We cut our Cable, launch into the World, 
And fondly dream each Wind and Star our Friend ; 
All, in fonie darling Enterprize embarkt : 
But where is he can fathom its Event ? 
Amid a Multitude of artlefs Hands, 
Ruin's fure Perquifite ! her lawful Prize f 
Some fleer aright ; but the black Blaft blows hard. 
And puffs them wide of Hope : With Hearts of Proof, 
Full againft Wind, and Tide, fome win their Way ; 
And when ftrong Effort has deferv'd the Port, 
And tugg'd it into View, 'tis won I 'tis loft \ 
Tho' ftrong their Oar, ftill ftronger is their Fate : 
They fbike ; and while they Triumph^, they Expire. 
Jn Strefs of Weather, Moft ; Some fink outright ; 
O'er them, and o'er their Names, the Billows clofe ; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever Born. 
Others a (hort Memorial leave behind. 
Like a Flag floating, when the Bark's ingulph'd ; 
It floats a Moment, and is feen no more : 
One C^SAR lives ; aThoufand are forgot. 

#* ■ . • Admiral Bakbe*, &c. 
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How Few, beneath aufpicious Planets born, 

(Darlings of Providence I fond Fate's Ele6l I) 

With fwelling Sails make good the promis d Port, 

With all their Wiflies freighted ! Yet ev'n Thefe, 

Freighted with all their Wifhes, foon complain ; . . 

Free from Misfortune, not from Nature free. 

They flill are Men ; and when is Man fecure ? 

As fatal Time, as Storm f the Rufti of Years 

Beats down their Strength 5 their numberlefs Efcapes 

In Ruin end : And, now, their proud Succefs 

But plants 7te^ Terrors on the Vigor's Bi*ow : 

What Pain to quit the World, jutt made their own. 

Their Neft fo deeply down'd, and built fo high I 

Too low they build, who build beneath the Stars. . 

Woe then apart (if Woe apart can be 
From mortal Man), and Fortune at our Nod, 
The Gay I Rich ! Great I Triumphant I and Augufl f 
What are they ? — ^The mofi happy (ftrange to fay I) 
Convince me moft of human Mifery : 
What are they ? Smiling Wretches of To-morroiv ! 
More ^retched, then, than e'er their Slave can be ; 
Their treach'rous Bleflings, at the Day of Need, 
Like other faithleis Friends, unmafk, and fting : 
7hen, what provoking Indigence in Wealth ! • 

What aggravated Impotence in Power ! 
High Title?, then, what Infult of their Pain ! 
If that fole Anclior, equal to the Waves, 
Immortal Hope ! defies not the rude Storm, 
Takes Comfort from the foaming Billow's Rage, 
And makes a welcome Harbour of the Tomb. 

This is a Sketch of what thy Soul admires : 
'* But here (thou fayft) the Miferies of Life 
'* Are huddled in a Group. A more diftin<S 
* Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better News.' ' 
Look on Life's Stages ; they fpeak plainer flili -, 
The plainer They, the deeper wilt Thou ligh, • . . > 
Look on thy lovely Boy ; in him behold 
The Befl that can befal the Bell on Earth ; 
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The Boy has Virtue by his Mother's Side : 

Yes, on Florello look ; a Father's Heart 

Is tender, tho' the Man's is made of Stone ; 

The Truth, through fuch a Medium feen, may make 

Impreffioa deep, and Fondnefs prove thy Friend. 

Florello lately caft on this rude CoaH " 

A helplefs Infant ; now a heedlefs Child ; 

To poor Clarissa's Throes, thy Care fucceeds ; 

Care full of Love, and yet fevere as Hate f 

O'er thy Soul's Joy how oft thy Fondnefs ^wns ! 

Needfi^ Aufterities his Will reftrain ; 

As Thorns fence in the tender Plant from Harm. 

As yet, his Reafim cannot go alone ; 

But afks a flemer Nurfe to lead it on. 

His little Heart is often terrify'd ; 

The Blufh of Morning, in his Cheek, turns pale ; 

Its pearly Dew-drop trembles in his Eye ; 

His harmlefs Eye I and drowns an Angel there. 

Ah ? what avails his Innocence ? The Tafk 

Injoin'd muft difcipline his early Powers ; 
He learns to figh, ere he is known to fm ; 
Guiltlefs, and fad ! A Wretch before the Fall ! 
How cruel this ! More cruel to forbear. 
Our Nature fuch, with neceffary Pains, 
We purchafe Profpefts of precarious Peace : 
Tho' not a Father ^ This might fteal a Sigh. 

Suppofe him difciplin'd aright (if not, 
'Twill fmk our poor Account to poorer ftill) ;. 
Ripe from the Tutor, proud of Liberty, 
He leaps Inclofure, bounds into the World ; 
The World is taken, after Ten Years Toil, 
like antient ^roy ; and all its Joys his own. 
Alas I the World's a Tutor more fevere j 
Its Leffons hard, and ill deferve his Pajns ; 
Unteaching All his virtuous Nature taught^ 
Or Books (fair Virtue's Advocates !) infpir'df ' ' 
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For who receives him into public Life ? 
Men of the Worlds the Terrae-filial Breed, 
Welcome the modcft Stranger to their Sphere, 
(Which glitter'd long, at Diiknce, in hia Sight) 
And, in their hofpitable Arms, inclofe : 
Men, who think nought fo flrong of the Romance, 
So rank Knight-errant, as a Real Friend : 
Men, that aft up to Reafon's Golden Rule, 
All WeakneC* of AffeSlion quite fubdu'd : 
Men, that would blulh at being thought fincere. 
And feign, for Glory, the^^ Faults they want ; 
That love a Lye, where Truth would pay as well ; 
As if, to Them, Vice fhone her own Reward. 

Lorenzo ! canft thou bear a (hocting Sight ? 
Zuch^ for Florello's fake, 'twill now appear : 
See, the fteel'd Files of feafon'd Veterans, 
Train'd to the World, in burnifht Fallhood bright ; 
Deep in the fatal Stratagems of Peace ; 
All foft Senfatioh, in the Throng, rubb'd off; 
All their keen Purpofe, in Politenefs, fheath*d ; 
' His Friends eternal — during Intereft ; 
His Foes implacable — when worth their while ; 
At War with ^v^xy Welfare, but their own ; 
As wife as Lvcifer 5 and half as good ; 
And by whom, none, but Lucifer, can gain— - 
Naked, through Thefe (fo common Fate ordains). 
Naked of Heart, his cruel Courfe he runs. 
Stung out of All, moft amiable in Life, 
Prompt Truth, and open Thought, and Smiles unfeign'd j 
AfFedlion, as his Species, wide-difFus'd ; 
Noble Prefumptions to Mankind's Renown ; 
Ingenuous Truft, and Confidence of Love. 

Thefe Claims to Joy (if Mortals Joy might claim) 
Will coft him many a Sigh 5 till Time, and Pains, 
From thei^^flow Miftrefs of this School, .Experience, 
And her Affiftant, paufmg, pale, Diftrufi^ 
Purchafe a dear-bought Clue to lead his Youth, 

Through 



Digitized by Google 



2o6 The COMPLAIVIT, or. 

Through ferpcntine Obliquities of Life, 
And the dark Labyrinth of human Hearts. 
And happy I if the Clue fliall come fo cheap ; 
For, while we learn to fence with Public Guilt, 
Full oft we feel its foul Contagion too. 
If lefs than heav'nly Virtue is our Guard. 
Thus, a ftrange Kind of curft Neceffity 
Brings down the fterling Temper of his Soul, 
By bafe Alloy, to bear the Current Stamp, 
Bei(nv caird Wifdom ; finks him into Safety ; 
And brands him into Credit with the Worlds 
Where fpecious Titles dignify. Difgrace, 
And Nature's Injuries are Arts of Life j 
Where brighter Reafon prompts to bolder Crimes j 
And Heav'niy Talents make Infernal Hearts j 
That unfurmountable Extreme of Guilt \ 

Poor Machia VEL ! who labourM hard his Plan, 
Forgot, that Genius needs not go to School 5 
Forgot, that Man, without a Tutor wife. 
His Plan had pradlis'd, long before 'twas writ. 
The World's all Title-page^ there's no Contents ; 
The World's all Face ; the Man who (hews his Hearty 
Is whooted for his Nudities, and fcorn'd. 
A Man I knew, who liv'd upon a Smile \ 
And well it fed him ; he look'd plump and feir ; 
While ranked Venom foam'd through ev'ry Vein. 
Lorenzo f what I tell thee, take not ill ! 
Living, he fawn'd on ev'ry Fool alive ; 
And, Dying, curs'd the Friend on whom he liv'd. 
To fuch Proficients thou art half a Saint. 
In foreign Realms (for thou haft travell'd far) 
How curious to contemplate Two State- Rooks,. 
Studious their Nells to feather in a trice. 
With all the Necromantics of their Art, 
Playing the Game of Faces on each other. 
Making Court Sweet-meats of their latent Gall, 
In foolifh Hope, to fteal each other's Truft ; 
Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv'd ; 
And, fometimcs, both {let Earth rejoice) undone I 

Their 
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Their Parts we doubt not ; but be That their Shame ; 
Shall Men of Talents, fit to rule Mankind, 
Stoop to mean Wiles, that would difgracc a Fool ? 
And lofe the Thanks of thofe few Friends they ferve ? 
For who can thank the Man, he cannot yjr# ? 

Why (o much Cover ? It defeats itfelf. 
Ye, that know all things ! know ye not. Mens Hearts 
Are therefore known, becaufe they are conceal'd ? 
For why conceal'd ? — ^The Caufe they need not tell. 
I give Him Joy, that's aukward at a Lye ; 
Whofe feeble Nature l^ruth keeps ftill in Awe ; 
His Incapacity is his Renown. 
'Tis Great, 'tis Manly, to difdain Difgui/e ; 
It (hews our Spirit, or it proves our Strength. 
Thou fayft, 'Tis needful: Is it therefore right ? 
Howe'er, I grant it fome fmall Sign of Grace, 
To flrain at an Excufe : And wouldll thou then 
Efcape that cruel Need? Thou may ft, with Eafe ; 
Think no Poft needful that demands a Knave. 
When late our Civil Helm was fhifting Hands, \ 
So ? thought : Think better, if you can. 

But This, how rare ! the public Path of Life 
Is dirty : — Yet, allow that Dirt its Due, 
It makes the Noble Mind more noble ftill : 
The World's no Neuter ; it will wound or fave ; 
Our Virtue quench, or Indignation fire. 
You fay ; the World, well-known, will make a Man ;— 
The World, well-known, will give our Hearts to Heaven, 
Or make us Demons^ long before we Die. 

To fliew how fair the World, thy Miftrefs, fnines. 
Take either Part, fure ills attend the Choice ; 
Sure, t^o^ not equal, Detriment enfues. 
NotA7r/«^-felf is Deify'd on Earth 5 
Virtue has her Relapfes, Conflids, Foes ; 
Foesl^' that ne'er fail to make her feel their Hate. 
Virtue has her peculiar Set of Pains ; 
True; Friends to Virtue^ lafi^ and kafi^ complain ; 
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But if They Sigh, can Others hope to Smile ? 
If Wifdom has her Miferies to mourn. 
How can poor Folly lead a happy Life ? 
And if BQtb fuffer, what has Esurth to boaft. 
Where he moft Happy, who the leaft Laments ? 
Where muchy much Patience, the moft envy'd State, 
hiAfome Forgivenefs, needs, the beft of Friends ? 
Fon Friend, or happy Life, who looks not higher. 
Of neither fliall he find the Shadow here. 

The World's fworn Advocate, without a Fee, 
Lorenzo fmartly, with a Smile, replies ; 
<* Thus far thy Song is right ; and All muft own, 
•« Virtue has ber^peculiar Set of Pains. '-^ 
** And Joys peculiar who to Vice denies ? I 

«« If Vice it is, with Nature to comply : 
<* If Pride^ and Senfey are fo predominant, 
*< To check, not o^HTcome^ them, makes a Saint, 
•* Can Nature iiHKplainer Voice proclaim 
" PUafure, and GUry, the Chief Good of Man ?'* 

Can Pridty and Scnfuality^ rejoice ? 
From Purity of Thought, all Pleafure fprings ; 
And, from an humble Spirit, all our Peace, 
Amhition^ Pleafure ! let us talk of Thefe : 
Of Thefe, the Porch, and Academy, talk'd; 
Of Thefe, each following Age had mucKtP fay; 
Yet unexhaufted, ftill, the needful Theme. ^ 
Who talks of ^hefe, to Mankind all at once ^v 
He talks ; for where the Saint from either fr^e ? >v 
Are Thefe thy Refuge ?— No ; Thefe ruih upon theel 
Thy Vitals ieize, and ^a//ttr-like, devour : V 

I'll iry, if I can pluck thee from thy Rock, \ 

Prombthevs f from this barren Ball of Earth ; 
If Rea/on can unchain thee, thou art free. 

And, firft, thy Caucafus^ Ambition calls ; 
Mountain of Torments ! Eminence of Woes ! 
Of courted Woes I and courted through Miftakc f 
•Tis not Ambition charms thee; 'tis a Cheat 
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Win make thee ftart, as ff— — at his Moor. 

Doft grafp at Greatncfs ? Firft, know what it is : 

Think'ft thou thy Greatnefs in Difiinaion lies ? 

Not in the Feather, wave it e'er fo high. 

By fortune ftuck, to mark us from the Throng, 

Is Glory lodg'd : 'Tis lodg'd in the Reverfe ; 

In that which joins, in that which equals. All, 

The Monarch, and his Slave ;— " A Deathlefs Soul, 

*' Unbounded Profpedl, and Immortal Kin, 

" A Father God, and Brothers in the Skies ;" 

Eider, indeed, in Time ; but lefs remote 

In Excellence, perhaps, than thought by Man ; 

Why greater What can Fall, than What can Rife ? 

If Still delirious, now, Lorenzo! go; 
And with thy full-blown Brothers of the WttpU^ 
Throw Scorn around thee $ caft it on thy Slaves ; 
Thy Slaves, and Equals : How Scorn caft on Them 
Rebounds on Thee ! If Man is mean, as Man, 
Art thou a God ? If Fortune makes him fo. 
Beware the Confequence : A Maxim That, 
Which draws a monftrous Pidiure of Mankind, 
Where, in the Drapery, the Man is loft ; 
Externals fiuttVing, and the Soul forgot. 
Thy greateft Glory when difpos'd to Boaft, 
Boaft That aloud, in which thy Servants Iharc. 

We wifely ftrip the Steed we mean to buy % 
Judge we, in their Caparifons, of Men ? 
It nought avails thee. Where, but What, thou art i 
All the Diftindlions of this little Life 
Are quite Cutaneous, foreign to the Man. 
When, through £)eath*s Streights^ Earths (ubtil Serpents 

creep. 
Which wriggle into Wealth, or climb Renown, 
As crooked Satan the Forbidden Tree, ^ « 

They leave their party-colour'd Robe behind. 
All that now glitters; while they rear aloft 
Their brazen Crefts, and hifs at us below. 
Of Fortune's Fucus ftrip them, yet*alive ; 
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Strip them of Body, too ; nay, dofer flill. 
Away with all, but Morale in their Minds ; 
And let, what then remains, impofe their Name, 
Pronounce them Weak, or Worthy ; Great, or Mean. 
How mean that SnufFof Glory Fortune lights. 
And Death puts out ! Doft Thou demand a Teft, 
A Tcfl, at once, infallible, and ihort. 
Of real Greatnefs ? That Man Greatly lives, 
Whate'er his Fate, or Fame, who Greatly dies ; 
High-flufh'd with Hope, where Heroes fhall defpair. 
If This a true Criterion, Many Courts, 
Illuftrious, might afford but few Grandees, 

Th'Almighty, from his Throne, on Earth furveyt 
Nought Greater, than an Honeft, Humble Heart i 
An Humble Heart, His Refidence I pronounced 
His fecond Seat ; and Rival to the Skies. 
The private Path, the fecrct A£ls of Men, 
If noble, far the nobleft of our Lives I 
How fax above Lorbnzo^s Glory fits 
Th' illuilrious Mafter of a Name MttknotAm ; 
Whofe Worth unrivalPd, and unwitnefs'd, loves 
I^ife's facred Shades, where Gods converfe with.Men j 
And Peace, beyond the World's Conception, fmiles I 
As Thou (now dark), before we part, ihalt fee. 

But thy Great Soul this Jkul king Glory fcorns, 
Lorenzo's £ck, but when Lorenzo's feen ; 
And, when he fhrugs at public Bus'nefs, lyes. 
Deny'd, the public Eye, the public Voice, 
As if he liv'd on others Breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the World his Pedeftal ; 
Mankind the Gazers, the fole Figure, He. 
Knows he, that Mankind praife agaihfl their Will» 
And mix as much Detra6lion as they can ? 
Knows he, that faithlefs Fame her Whifper has. 
As well as Trumpet ? That his Vanity 
Is fo much tickled from not hearing Jll ? 
Knows this All-Knower, that from Itch of Praife, 
Ov^ from an Itch more fordid, when he fhines. 

Taking 
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Taking his Country by Five hundred Ears, 
Senates at once admire him^ and defpife. 
With modeft Laughter lining loud Applaufe, 
Which makes the Smile more mortal to his Fame ? ' 
His Fame, which (like the mighty Cjesar), crown*d 
^ With Laurels, in full Senate, greatly falls, 
By/eemiftg Friends, that honour, and deftroy. 
We rife in Glory, as we fink in Pride : 
Where Boafting caids, there Dignity begins : 
And yet, mift^en beyond all Miflake, 
The Blind Lorjjnzo's proud— of being Proud ; 
And dreams himfelf Afcending in his Fall. 

An Eminence, though fanfy'd, turns the Brain i 
All Vice wants Hellebore ; but, of all Vice, 
Pride loudell calls, and for the larged Bowl ; 
Becaufe, all other Vice unlike, it flies. 
In FaSiy the Pobt, in Fancy moft purfu'd. 
Who court Applaufe, oblige the World in thhi 
They gratify Man's Paffion to refufe, 
Superior Honour, when ajfunid, islofti 
Ev'n Good Men turh Banditti y and rejoice. 
Like Kouli-Kan, in Plunder of the Proud. 

Tho' fomewhat difconcerted, fteady ftill 
To the IVorld^s Caufe, with half a Face of Joy, . 
Lorenzo cries — ** Be, then. Ambition caft ; 
" Ambition's Dearef* far Hands unimpeach'd, 
" Gay Pleafure / Proud Ambition is her Slave ; ^ 

** For Her, he foars at Great ^ and hazards ///; 
" For Her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; 
" And paves his Way, with Crowns, to reach Her Smile ;- 
" Who can refift Her Charms?"— Or, /'i?«/^/' Lorenzo! 
What Mortal Ihall refift, where Angels yield \ 
Pleafure^s the Miflrefs of Ethereal Powers ; 
For Her contend the Rival Gods above ; 
PUafure's the Millrefs of the World below ; 
And well it is for Man, that Pleafure charms ; 
How would All llagnate, but for Pleafure\ Ray ! 
How would the frozen Stream of Adion ceafe ! 

What 
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What is the Palfis of this fo bufy World I 
The Love of PUafure: That^ thro' cv'ry Vein, 
Throws Motion, Warmtk; asid ihats out Death from 
xjfe. 

Tho' various arc the Tempers of Mankind, 
Phafurib gay Family holds Ail in Chaips : 
Some moft afFcA the Black ; and fooi!^ the Fair $ 
Some honed Pleafure court ; and fome, obfcene. 
Pleafures obfcene are various, as the Throng 
Of Faffions, that can err in human Hearts ; 
Miftake their ObjeAs, or tranfgreis their Bounds* 
Think you there's but One Whoredom ? Whoredom, All, 
But whes our Reafin licences Delight. 
Doft doubt, Lorenzo ? Thou flmlt doubt no more. 
Thy Father chides thy Gallantries ; yet hugs 
An ugly, common Harlot, in the Dark. 
A rank Adulterer with others Gold ; 
And that Hag, Vengeance^ in a Comer, charmt. 
Hatred her Brothel has, as well as Love, 
Where horrid Epicures debauch in Blood. 
Whatever the Motive, Pleafure is the Mark ; 
For Her, the black AiTafBn draws his Sword ; 
For Her, dark Statefmen trim their Midnight Lamp, 
To which nofingle Sacrifice may fall ; 
For Her, the Saint abilains ; the Mifer llarves ; 
The Stoic proud, for Pleafure, Pleafure fcorn'd j 
For Her, Jffli£lionh Daughters Grief indulge. 
And find, or hope, a Luxury in Tears ; 
For Her, Guilt, Shame, Toil, Danger, we defy % 
And, with an Aim 'voluptuous^ rufh on Deatb. 
Thus univcrfal her defpotic Power. 

And as her Empire wide, her Praife is juft. 
Patron of Pleafure I Doater on Delight ! 
I am thy Rival ; Pleafure I profefs ; 
Pleafure, the Purpofe of my gloomy Song. 
Pleafure is nought but Virtue's gayer Name j 
I wrong her ftill, I rate her Worth too low ; 

Virtne 
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Virtue the Root, and Pledare is the Flower 1 
And honeft Eficvrvs* Foes were Fook. 

Bat this iOQiids harih, and gives the Wift Offence s. 
If o^erilrain^d Wifdom IHll retains the Hawu. 
How knits Aufiirityha clondy Brow, 
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the Praift 
Of TUafurty to Maolund, unpraiiJ^ too dear I 
Ye modem St§Us! hear my foft Reply ; 
Their Senfes Men imU truft : We can't impofe 1 
Or, if we could, is Impofition right f 
Own Honey fweet ; but, owning, add this SHng i 
" When mixt with Poifon, it is deadly too." 
Truth never was indebted to a Lye. 
Is nought \mt Virtue to be prais'd, as Good? 
Why then is Health preferred before Difeafe ? 
What Nature loves is Good^ withcMit our Leave. 
And where ho future Drawback cries, ** Benjoarei^ 
Plea/ure^ though nOt from Virtue, \/&«vZ/ prevail. 
Tis Balm to Life, and Gratitude to Heaven ; 
How cold our Thanks for Bounties nnenjoy'd ( 
The Lo^e of fleafure is Man's Eldeft-born, 
Bom in his Cradle, living to his Tomb ; 
Wifdom^ her ^owr^^ Sifter, tho' nkore^nrov. 
Was meant to minifttr^ and not to mar. 
Imperial Pitafure^ Queen of human Hearts. 

Lorenzo ! Thou, her Majcfty's renown'd, 
Tho* uncoftft, Counfel, learned in the World! 
Who think'ft thyOelf a Murray, with Difdain 
Mayft look on me. Yet, my Demosthenes ( 
Canft thoa plead PUafure*^ Caufe as well as I ? 
Know'ft thou her I^ature, Purpoft, Partntage ? 
Attend my Song, and thou (halt know them all ; 
And know Thyfelf ; and know thyifelf to be 
(Strange Truth \) the moft abftemious Man alive. 
Tell not Calista ; fhe will laugh thee dead ; 

Or fend thee to her Hermit^e with L . 

Abford Prefumption I Thou, who never knew*ft 
A feoovs Thought 1 (halt thou dare dream of Joy ? 

N< 
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No Man fi'ex found a haffy Life by Chance, 
Or yawn'd it into Being, with a Wifli ; 
Or, with the Snout of grov'ling Appetite^ 
£*er fmeit it out, and grubb*d it from the Dirt. 
An Art it is> and muft be learnt ; and learnt 
With unremitting Effort, or be loft ; 
And leai^ us peiifedi Blockheads, in our Blifs. 
The Clouds may drop down Titles and Eftates ; 
Wealth may feek Us ; but Wifdom muft be Sought ; 
Sought before All j but (how unlike All elfe 
tVe feek on Earth!) 'tis never fought in vain. 

Firft, Pleafure'% Birth, Rife, Strength, and Grandeur fee : 
Brought fordi by Wifdom^ nurft by OifiipJine, 
By Patience taught, by Ferfeverance crown'd. 
She rears her Head majeftic ; round her Throne 
Ereded in the Bofom of the Juft, 
Each Virtue, lifted, forms her manty Guard.- 
For what are Virtues ? (Formidable Name !) 
What, but the Fountain, or Defence, of Joy ? 
Why, then, commanded ? Need Mankind Commands, 
At once to merits and to make^ their Blifs ? — 
Great Legiflator I Scarce fo Great, as Kind f 
If Men are jationai, and love Delight, 
Thy gracious Law but flatters human Choice ; 
In the Tranfgreffion lies the Penalty ; 
And they the moft indulge, who moft obey. 

Of Plea/urey next, the final Caufe explore ; 
Its mighty Purpofe^ its important End, 
Not to turn Human brutal, but to build 
Dinjine on Human, Pleafure came from Heaven. 
In Aid to Reafon was the Goddefs fent ; 
To call up all its Strength by fuch a Charm. 
Pleafure^ firft, fuccours Virtue ; in Return, 
Virtue gives Pleafure an eternal Reign. 
What, but the Pleafure of Food, Friendftiip, Faith» 
Supports Life iVii/V^/, Civile and Divine ? 
*Tis from the Pleafure of Repaft, we live ; 
*Tk from the Pleafure of Applaufe, we pleafe j 

Tis 



Digitized by Google 



Bifffjt^Cljattgljtgr, &c. 215 

•Tis from the Pleafure of Belief, we pray ^ 

(AllPray'r would ceafe, if unbeliev'd the Prize) : 
It fervcs ourfelves, our Species, and our God ; 
And to fervc more, is paft the Sphere of Man. 
Glide, then, for ever, Pleafure*s facrcd Stream! 
Through Eden as Euphrates ran, It runs. 
And fofters cv'ry Growth of Happy Life ; 
Makes a new Eden where it flows ?— but fuch 
As muft be loft, Lorenzo ? by thy FaU. 

" What mean I by thy F«///*"— Thou'lt fhortly fee. 
While Pleafure's Nature \^ at large difplay'd j 
Already fflng her Origin, and Ends. '^ 

Thofe glorious Ends, by Kind, or by Degree, 
When Pleafure violates, 'tis then a Vice, 
And Vengeance too j it haftens into Pain. 
From due Refreihment, Life, Health, Reafon, Joy ; 
From wild Excefs, Pain, Grief, Diftradlion, Death ; 
Heav'n^s Juftice this proclaims, and that her Love, 
What greater Evil can I wifh my Foe, 
Than his full Draught of Pleafure, from a Calk 
Unbroach*d by jufi Authority, ungaug'd 
By Temperance, by Reafon unrefin'd ? 
A thoufand Demons lurk within the Lee. 
Heav'n, Others, and Ourfelves ! Uninjur'd Tbefe, 
Drink deep 5 the deeper, then, the more Divine; 
Angels are Angels from Indulgence there i 
•Tis Unrepenting Pleafure makes a God. 

Doft think thyfelf a God from other Joys I 
A Viftim rather ! (hortly fure to bleed. 
The Wrong mufi mourn : Can Heav'n's Appointment fail ? 
Can Man outwit Omnipotence ? ftrike out 
A Self-wrought Happinefs unmeant by Him 
Who made Us, and the World we would enjoy > 
Who forms an Inftrumcnt, ordains from whence 
Its DiiTonance, or Harmony, fhallrife. 
Heav'n bid the Soul this mortal Frame infpirc ; 
Bid Virtue's Ray divine infpire the Soul 
W5$h unprccarious Flows of vital Joy ; 
>c'' * 2 And, 
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And, without Breathing, Man as well might hope 
For life,* as, without Piety, for Peace. 

<' Is FirHte, then, and Piety the fame ?'*-^ 
No ; Piety is more ; 'tis Virtue's Source i 
Modier of ev'ry Worth, as That of Joy. 
Men of the World ^% Dodrine ill digeft ; 
They fmile at Piety ; yet boaft aloud 
Good-Will to Men ; nor know, they ftrive to part 
What Nature joins ; and thus confute Themfelves. 
With Piety begins all Good on Earth ; 
*Ti5 the Firft-born of Rationality, 
Confcience^ her £rft Law broken, wounded lies ; 
Enfeebled, Lifelefs, Impotent to Good i 
A feign'd AfFedion bounds her utmoil Power* 
&<ime we can't love, but for th' Almighty's Sake ; 
A Foe to God was ne'er true Friend to Man ; 
Some finifter Intent taints all he does. 
And, in his ^indeft AdUons, he^s Unkind,* 

On Piety, Humamty b buik ; 
And, on Humanity, much Happinefs ; 
And yet fHU more on Piety itfdf, 
A Soul in Commerce with her God, is Heaven ; 
Feels not the Tumults and the Shocks of life ; 
The Whirls of PaHions, and the Strokes of Heart. 
A Deity believ'd, is Joy begun j 
A Deity ador'd, is Joy advanc'd ; 
A Deity belov'd, is Joy matur'd. 
Each Branch of Piety Delight infjMres ; 
Faith builds a Bridge from This World tp the Next^ 
O'er Death's dark Gulph, and ^1 its Horror hides ; f 
Pratfty the fweet Exhalation of our Joy, 
That Joy exalts, and makes it fweeter ^U; 
Prafr ardent opens Heav'n, lets down a Stream 
Of Glory on the confecrated Hour 
Of Man, in Audience with the Deity. 
Who worfhips the Great God^ th^t Infant joins 
The Firll in Heav'n^ and fets his Foot on HdU. : v 

lop 
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Lorenzo ! when waft Thou at Church if/ire ? 
Thou think'H the Service Long : But is it Juft ? 
Tho' Jaft, Unwelcome : Thou hadft rather tread 
Unhallow'd Ground ; die Mufe, to win thine Ear^ 
Muft take an Air lefs Solemn : She complies. 
Gaod'Con/dence ! at the Sound the World tttitt% i 
Verfe d^afFedta it, and Lorbnzo (miles ; 
Yet has fhe her Seraglio full of Charms j 
And fuch as Age (hdl Heighten, not Impair, 
Art thob dgeded ? Is thy Mind o'ercaft ? 
Amid her Fair Ones, thou the Faireft chufe. 
To chafe thy Gloom. — " Go, hx fome weighty Tntth ; 
" Chain down fome PaJJim ; do fome genVous Got J; 
** Teach Ignorance to fee, or Gri^ to unile j . v 

" Coiteft thy FrienJi befriend thy greateft Foe; 
" Or, with warm Heart, and Confidence divine, 
'' Spring up, and lay ilrong Hold on Him who made 

^« Thee."— . 
Thy Gloom is fcattcr'd, fprightly Spirits flow ; 
Tho' wither'd is thy Vine, and Harp unftrung. 

Doft call the Bowl, the Viol, and the Dance, 
Loud Mirth, mad Laughter ? Wretched Comforters ? 
Phyikians ! more than Half of thy Difeafe. 
laughter^ tho' never cenfur'd yet as Sin 
(Pardon a Thought that ovXyfiems fevere). 
Is half-immoral : Is it much indulged ? 
By venting Spleen, or diflipating Thought, 
It (hews a 5r0/7r#r, or it makes a J*W ; 
And fins, as hurting Others, or Ourfclves. 
TistPrjV/, or Fmptinefsj applies the Straw, 
That tickles Little Minds to Mirth efFufe ; 
Of Grief as impotent, portentous Sign ! 
The Houfe of Lauehter makes a Houfe of Woe. 
A Man triumphant is a Monftrous Sight ; 
A Man dejeSied is a Sight as Mean, 
^hat Caufe for Triumfhy where fuch Ills abound ? 
Wttt fw DejeSfion, where prefides a Power, 
.Who odl'd us into Bring to be Blcft ? 

L $• 
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So grieve, as confcious Grief may rife to Joy ; 
So joy, as coxi(pioM^ Joy tp .Qrief m^y £ail, 
Moft true, a m{^ Man never will be fad ; 
But neijther vi}\\ ^^prQus, but>b]ing Miitby 
A fhalipiy S^re9i9 of Happin^fs be^y ,: 
Too Happy to be Spof tiye. He's Sesen/^t 

Yet wouldft thou la.ugh (but at thy own Expenc^), 
This Counfel flrange fhpuld I prefume to giv^-r 
« Retire, and read thy BM, to be Gay." 
nere Truths aboiyid of foy'reigi^ Aid to Peaic^ j 
Ah ! do not prize thiem le^, beca^ufe Inipir'd^ i 
i^s Thou, and Thine, are ap( and proud to do. 
If fipt infpir'd, that pregnaQt Page had flood, 
7/Ws Treaiiure ! and the Wonder of the Wife f 
Thou think'fl, perhaps. Thy. 5W alone at Suke ; 
Alas !— Shpuld Men niifl;ake thee for a Fool; — 
WhatM^nof Tafte.forGeniu§, Wifd^oo), Trudi, 

J 'ho' tender of thy Fame, could interpofe ? 
elieve me, Senfe, here, a£U a double Part, 
And the true Critic is sl CJbrifiiau ^o<^. 

But The/ef thou think'ft, are gjopmy Paths to Joy.— 
True Joy in Sunftiine n^'er was found at &r^i 
They, firft, Themfelves offend, who greatly, pleafe; 
And Travel only gives^ us found fi.eppie. 
Heav'ny^//j all Pleafure ; Effort is the Priqe.; 
The Joys of Conqueft, are the Joys of Mani 
And Glory the vidorious Laurel fpreads 
O'er Pleafure^ pure, perpetual, plapd Stream. 

There is a Time, when Toil muff be pyeferr'd. 
Or Joy, by mif-tim'd Fondnefs, is undone. 
A Man of Pleafure is a Man of Pains, 
Thou wilt not take the Trouble to be Bleft. 
Fal/e Joys, indeed, are born from Want of Thougjit; 
From Thought's full Bent, and Energy, the Truei 
And that demands a Mind in equal Poize, 
Remote from gloomy Grief, anid glaring Joy. 
. Much Joy not only (peaks fmall Happinefs, 
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But Happinefs, that fhortly muft expire. 

Can Joy, unbQttom'd in Refle^iiQB, iland? 

And, in a Tempeft, can Reiledtion liye ? 

Can Joy, like 'Thine, fecure itfelf an Hour ? 

Can Joy, like Thine, meet Accident unihock'd ? 

Or ope the Door to honeft Poverty ? 

Or talk with threatening Death, and not turn pale ? 

In fuch a World, and fuch a Nature, The/e 

Are needful Fundamentals of Delight : 

Thefe Fundamentals, give Delight zndtedi 

Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ; 

^cligjjt, unfliaken, roafculinc, divine; 

A conftant, and a founds hnt/erious Joy, 

Is Joy the Daughter of Severity ? 
It is : — Yet far my Dodirinc from Severe. 
" Rejoice for ever :" It becomes a Man; 
Exalts, and fets him nearer to the Gods. 
" Rejoice for ever," Nature cries, " Rejoice ;* ^ 

And drinks to Man, in her nedareous Cup, 
Mixt up of Delicates for ev''ry Senfe ; 
To the great Founder of the bounteous Feaft, 
Drinks Glory, Gratitude, eternal Praife ; 
And he that will not pledge her, is a Churl. 
/// firmly to fupport. Good fully tafte. 
Is the whole Science of Felicity : 
Ytt /paring pledge : Her Bowl is not the Bed 
Mankind can boaft. — " A rational Repaflj 
'* Exertion, Vigilance, a Mind in Arms, 
•* A military Difcipline of Thought, ,• 

** To foil Temptation in the doubtful Field ; 
" And ever-waking Ardor for the Right. ''^ 
'Tis The/e, firft, give, then guard, a chearful Heart. 
Nought that is Right, think Little ; well aware. 
What ReafiHi bids, God bids ; by His Command 
How aggrandiz'd, the Smalleft Thing we do I 
Thas, Nothing is Infipid to the Wife ; 
To Thee, Infipid All, but what is Mad; 
Joys fcaibn'd high, and tailing llrong of Guilt 
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** Mad! (thou rcply'/^, with Indignation firM) 
«* Of antient Sages proud to tread the Steps, 
« I follow iVia/ar^."— Follow l^ature ftill. 
But look It be thine onjon : Is Con/dencey then. 
No Part of Nature ? Is (he not Supreme ? 
Thou Regicide ! O raife her from the Dead ! 
Then, foUow Nature ; and refemble God. 

'' When, fpite of Confciena^ Pleafure is purfu'd, 

Man's Nature is unnaturally pleased : 

And what's Unnatural, is Painful too 

At Intervals, and muft difguft ev*n Thee f 

The Faff thou know'fl ; but not, perhaps, the Caufe, 

Virtueh Foundations with the World's were laid ; 

Heav'n mixt her with our Make, and twilled clofc 

Her facred Int'rcfts with the Strings of Life. 

Who breaks Her awful Mandate, fhocks Himfclf, 

His Better Self: And is it greater Pain, 

Our Soul fhould murmur, or our Dufl repine ? 

And One, in their eternal War, muft bleed. 

If One tnuJI fufFer, which fhould leaft be fpar'd ? 
The Pains of Mind furpafs the Pains of Senie : 
A(k, then, the Gout, What Torment is in Guilt. 
The Joys of Sev/e to Mental Toys are mean : 
Senfe on the Prefent only feeds ; the Soul 
On Paft, and Future, forages for Joy. 
'Tis Hers, by Retrofpeft, thro' Time to range ; 
And forward Time\ great Sequel to furvey. 
Could human Courts take Vengeance on the A//W, 
Axes might ruft, and Racks, and Gibbets, fall : 
Guard, then, thy Mind, and leave the reft to Fate. 

Lorenzo ! wilt thou never be a Man ? 
The Man is dead, who for the Body lives, 
Lur'd, by the Beating of his Pulfe, to lift 
With ev'ry Luft, that wars againft his Peace ; 
And fets him quite at Variance with Himfelf. 
Th} felf, firft, Know ; then Love : A Self there is 
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Of Virtue fond, that kindles at her Charmi. 

A Se// there is, as fond of ev'ry Vice, 

While ev'xy Virtue wounds it to the Heart ; 

Humlity degrades it, Jufiice robs, » 

Bleft Boukti beggars it, fair Truth betrays. 

And godlike Mtf^«^»//«i/^ deftroys. 

This Self, when Rival to the Former, fcom ; 

When not in Competition, kindly treat, > 

Defend it. Feed it ::— But when Virtue bids, 

Tofs it, or to the Fowls, or to the Flames. 

And why ? 'Tis Love of Plea/ure bids thee bleed i 

Comply, OS own Self-Love /;r/i«^, ot blind. 

For what is Vies ? Self-Love in a Mifbke ; 
A poor blind Merchant buying Joys too dear. 
And Virtue^ what ? Tis Self-Love in her Wits, 
Quite ikilful in the Market of Delight. 
Sdf-Love's good Senfe is Love of that dread Power, 
From whom Herfelf, and All (he can enjoy. 
Other Self-Love is but difguis'd Self-Hate ; 
More mortal than the MaHce of our Foes i 
A Sdf-Hate, i/«v, fcarce felt; then felt full-fore. 
When Being, curft ; Extinction, loud-implor'd i 
And ev*iy Tldng preferred to what we an. 

Yet thU Self-Lore Lorenzo makes his Choice ; 
And, in this Choice triumphant, boaib of Joy. 
How is his Want of Happinefs betrayed. 
By DifaffeCiion to the prelent Hour I 
Imagination wanders hx afield : 
The Future pleafes : Why ? The Prefent pains.— 
** But that's a Secret. ^'^Yes^ which all Mtn know ; 
And kn6w from Thee, difcover'd unawares. 
Thy ceafelefs Agitatbn, reftlefsRoll 
From Cheat to Cheat, impatient of a Paufe ; 
What is it ?— 'Tis the Cradle of the Soul, 
From InftinB fent, to rock her in Difeafe, 
Which her Phyfician, Reafon^ will not cure. 
A poor Expedient f ye^thy Beil s and while 
It mitigates thy Pain, it owns it too. 
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Such are Lorenzo's wretched Remedies ! 
The Weak hate Remedies ; the Wife have Joys. 
Superior Wifdom is fupetior felifs. 
And what fure Mark diftinguifhes the Wife ? 
Confiftent Wifdom ever wills the Same ; 
Thy fickle Wifh is eVer on the Wing. 
Sick of Herfelf, is Follfs Charaaer,; • 
As Wifdom* s is, a mod eft Self-Applaufc. ' ' . 
A Change of Evils is thy Good lupreme; 
Nor, but tn Motion, cahft thou find thy feell. „ 
Man's greateft Strength' is Ihewn in landing (tifli 
The firft fure Symptom of a Mind in Health, 
Is Reft of Hfeart, and ^leafure felt at Home. 
Falfe Pleafure from Abroad her Joys imports ; 
Rich from within, and Self-fuftain'd, j^ie Xrite, 
The True is fixt, and foti^ as a Rock ;',' 
Slipp'i^ the F-^^, ahdtoffmg, as the "^ave. 
ITbiSf a wild Wanderer on Earth, like Gain ; 
That^ like the fabled, Self-enamour'3 Boy, 
Home- Contemplation her fupreme Delight ; 
She dreads an Interruption from without, 
Smit with her own Condition ; and th^ more 
Intenfe fhe gazes, ftill it cliarm's the more.' ' ' ^• 

No Man is happy, f lU le 'thinks, on frartii j 
There breatTiesTiot;a mbre'happythah 
Then Envy dies, ind Love 6'erfibws on 'All ; 
And Love o'erflowing makes an An^el Here, ^ 
Such Angels All, intitled to repbfe 
On Him who .governs Fate : "Tho^. Tenjpeft tr6wns, . 
Tho' Nature fhakes, lipw Soft to lean on Heaven! 
To lean on Him, oh whom Arch-an^els teaii ! 
With inward Eyes^ and ftlent as tlfe Grave, ^ 
They ftand cdlteaingevVy Beaih ofThbu^h't, 
Till their Hearts kindle with Divine Delight ; 
For all their Thoiights, like Angels, feen of old 
In Isjiael's Dreani, come from, and go to. Heaven: 
Hence, are they' ?i\xk\o\xs of fequeftred Scenes j^ 
While Noife, and Diffrpation, a>mTQx\'Th'ee: 
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Were all Men happy, Revellings would ceafe. 
That Opiate for Inquietude within. 
Lorenzo f never Man was truly Bleft, 
But it composed, and gave him fuch a Cad:, 
As Folly might miHake for Want of Joy. 
A Caft, unlike the Triumph of the Froud ; 
A modeft Afpedt, and a Smile at Heart. 
for a Joy from tliy Philander*s Spring ! 
A Spring percnnkl, riling in the Breaft, 
And Permanent, as Pure I nO ttirbid Stream 
Of raptVoiis Exnltation fwelling high ; 
Which, like Land -floods, ii!npetuous pour awhile^ 
Then fink at once, and leave us in the Mire, 
What docs the Man, who tranfient Joy prefers ? 
What^ but prefer the Bubbles to the Stream ? 

Vain are all fudden Sallies of Delight j , 

Convulfions of a weak diilemper'd Joy. 
Joy's a fixt State j a TenOr, not a Start. 
Blifs there is hone, but unprecarious Blifs : 
That is the Gem : Sell All, and purchafe That. 
Why go a begging to Contingencies, 
Not gain'd with Eafe, nor fafely lov'd, if gain'd ? 
At Good Fortuitous, draw back, ind paufe ; 
Safped it ; what thpu canft enfure, 'enjoy s 
And nought but what thou giv'il thyfelf, is Sure* 
Reafon perpietuates Joy that Reafon gives. 
And makes it as Immortal as herfelf : 
To Mortals, nought Immortal, but their Worth. 

Worth, confcious Worth ! ihoUld ahftluiehf reign % 
And other Joys aflt Lfcave for their Approadi i 
Nor, unexamined, ever Leave Obt^a., , \ '■ 
Thou art all Anarchy ; a Mob of Joys ... 
Wage War, and.porifh in inteftinie fi^olls ;ii , ; . 
Not the lead Promife of internal Peaqe I i^ 

No Bofom-Comfort ! or unborrowed Blife \ ^ 

Thy Thoughts are Vagabonds ; All Outward-boun4» 
Mid Sands, and Rocks, and Storms^ to cruifc for Plcafure^ 
L 4 If 
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If gain'd, dear-boHght; and better mifs'd than gain'd. 
Much Painimuft expiate, what much Pain procured. 
Fancy, and Senfe, from an infedled Shore, 
Tliy Cargo bring; and Peftilence the Prize, 
Then, Such thy/Thirft (infaiiable Thirft ! 
By fond Indulgence but inflam'd the more I) 
Fancy ftill cruiles, when poor Senfe is tir'd. 

Imagination is the Paphian Shop, 
Where feeble Happinefs, like Vulcan, Lame, 
Bids foul liieasj in their dark Recefs, 
And hot as Hell (which kindled the black Fires)^ 
With waaton Art, thofe fatal Arrows form. 
Which murder all thy Time, Health, Wealthy and Fame. 
Wouldft thbu receive them. Other Thoughts there arc. 
On Angel- Wing, deicending from Abov«, 
Which Thefe, with Art divine, would counterwork^ 
And form CclcHial Armour for thy Peace. 

In This is feen Imagination's Guilt ; 
But who can count her Follies ? She betrays thec^ 
To think in Grandeur there is fomething Great. 
For Works of curious An, and antient Farne^ 
Thy Genius hi)ng^r6,4eWaf^|pi pained; 
And foreign Climes muft cater for thy Tafte. 
Hence, What Difafter f— The' the Price was paid. 
That perfccuting Prieft, the Turk of Rome^ 
Whofe Foot (ye Gods !), tho' cloven, m«ft be kifs'd. 
Detained thy Dinner on tht Latian Shore ; 
(Such is the Fate of honeft Proteftants I) 
And poor Magnificena is flarvM to Death. 
Henct juil Refentment, Indignation, Ire [— « 
Be pacify'd ;. if outward Things are Great, 
'Tis Magnanimity Great Things to fcorn i 
Pompous Expcnces, and Parades auguft. 
And Courts; that infalabrious Soil to Peace. 
True Happinefs ne'er enter'd at an Eye % 
True Happinefs refides in Things onieen. 
^0 Smiles of Fortune ever bleft the Bad, 
"Tor can her Frowns rob Imactme of Joys j . 
^ ... Ibat 
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nat Jewel wanting. Triple Crowns arc poor : 
So tell his Holinefsy and be Reveng'd. 

PleaTure, we both agree, is Man's chief Good 1 
Our only Contefl, What deferves the Najne. 
Give PUafuris Name to nought, bat what has pafs'd 
Th' authentic Seal oiReafin (which, like Youke^ 
Demurrs on what it paiTes), and defies 
The Tooth of Time ; when paft, a Pleafure fiill ; 
Dearer on TmX^ Lovelier for its Age, 
And doubly to be prized, as it promotes 
CXir Future, while it forms our Prefent, Joy. 
Some Joys the Future overcafl ; and fome 
Throw ail their Beams that Way, and gild the Tomb« 
Some Joys endear Eternity ; fome give 
Abhorr'd Annihilation dreadful Charms. 
Are rival Joys contending for thy Choice ? 
Confult thy ivbole Exiftence^ and be fafe ; 
That Oracle will put all Doubt to Flight. 
Short is the LeiTon, tho' my Ledure long^ 
Be Good'-^'^zxA let Heav'n anfwer for the reft. 

Yet, with a Sigh o'er all Mankind, I grant. 
In this our Day of Proof, our Land of Hope, 
The Good Man has his Clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that obfcure his fublunary Day, 
But never conquer : Ev'n the Befi muft own. 
Patience, and Refignation, are the Pillars 
Of human Peace on Earth. The Pillars, Thefe ; 
But thofe of Set H not more remote from Thee, 
TiU tbij Heroic LefTon thou haft learnt ; 
To frown at P/ea/ure, and to fmile in Pain» 
Fir'd at the Profped of unclouded Blifs, 
Heav'n in Reverfion, like the Sun, as yet 
Beneath th' Horizon, chears us in this World ; 
It ftieds, on Souls fufceptible of Light, 
The glori9U8 Dawn of our Eternal Day. 

•* This (fays Lorenzo) is a fair Harangue : 
I*. But can Harangues blow back ftrong Nature's Stream ; 
L 5 , « Or 
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** Or ftem the Tide Hcav'n putties thro' our Veins, 
** Which fweeps away Man*s impoteht Revives, 
f* And lays his Labour level with the World?'' 

Thcmfelves Men msfce their Coxttttf^nt on Mitokiftd i 
And think tiodgbt //, btf t what they fiiid kt Hotifte : 
Thus, Weakneft to Chimera turns the Truth. 
Nothing romantic has the Mufe prefd-ibM. 
• Above, Lorenzo faw the Man of Earth, 
The Mortal Man ; and wretdied T<ras thfe Si^t. . 
To balance that, , to comfort, andex»It, 
Now fee the Mah hnmortdl : Him, 1 mcan^ 
Who lives as 5uch 5 Whofe Heart, fcffl^bent on Heivtr, 
Leans all Aat Way, his Byas to the Btats. 
'l\i<tWorli% dark Shades, in Contraftftt, ihall raife 
His Luftre more ; tho' bright, without a Foil : 
Obferve his awfol Portrait, and s&dmire ; 
Nor ftop at Wonder ; Imitate, and livi. *. 

Some Angel guide niy Pencil, 'while I draW, 
What nothing Idfs than An^l dn exceed , 
A Man on Earth devoted. to the.Skies, . 
Like Ships \n Seas, while />, ah(i<ve, the World. 

With Afpeft mild, and elevated Eye, 
Behold him feated on a Mount ferenei * « 

Above the Fogs of 5^, ahd Paffion^ Stortn \ 
All the black Cares, and Tumults, hi This Lift,' 
Like harmlefs Thunders, breaking at his Feet, 
Excite his' Pity, not impair his Peatcc. 
Earthh genuine Sons, the Sceptred, and the Slave, 
A mingled Mob ! a wand'ring Herd ! he fees 
Bewilder'd in the Vale ; in MX unlike f 
His full Reverfe in All ? What higher Praife? 
What (border Demonftration of the Right ? 



The Prefent zil7%eir Care; the Future, His. 
When Public Welfare calls, or Private Want, 
gl^iy give to Fame ; His Bounty Hg conceals. 

f Ia a (Qtmts Night* 
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Their Virtues varnilh Niture ; His^ exalt. 

Mankind's Efteem ntytotih; and He, his Own. 

Tbiirs, the wild Chace W^^ FeHcidfes ; 

H/V, the cdftifKft'd Poflfeffiem' of the ifra^ 

AHke tiroirghbttt kHr'i ^onfiftent Peace, *' 

All of one Colour, and an even Thread ; . 

While partjr-tbloor'd Shreds of Hkppinefs, . ' ' , 

With hideous Gaps between, patch up forT^^ 

A Madman's Robe ; ekth Ptaff 6f fortune bloVs^ '; 

The Tatters by, and fhews their Nakednef?. 

He fees, with Other Eyes than ^h^trsf ^Wh^efJI^ 
Behold a 5«», H<?:fpies a i)^ ; - 

What makes T^^/moblyiSmile, makeV ^cm Adbr«. - 
Where 7"% fee Mountains^ Heb^l Ofdiris "kti i- ' 
An Empire^ in His Balance, weighs a Grain. 
^hey Things Terreftrial woHhip, as Divine ; 
his Hopes Immortal blow th«n hYy " l^uftj . ' 
That dihis his Sight, and Mortem his SlirVcy,' 
Which longs, in Infinite^ to lofe all B&ahd. 
Titles and Honours (if they prove his Fate) 
He lays afide to find* his Dignity ; 
No Dignity They &id in ooght befides. 
^hey triumph in Externals (which conceit 
Man's real Glory), proud of an Eclipfe; 
Himfelf too much He prizes to be Proud, 
And nothing thinks fo great in Man, as Manl 
Too dear He holds his Int'reft, to negleft 
Another's Welfare, or his Right inviie ;. 
T:heir Int'reft, like a Lion, lives on Prey. 
7 hey kindle at the Shadow of a Wrong ; 
Wrong He fuftains with Temper, looks on Heaven, 
Nor ftoops to think his Injurer, his Fote r 
Nought, but what wounds his Virttie, \voands his Peace^ 
A cover'd Heart T:heir Charafter defends ; 
A cover'd Heart denies Him half his Praife. 
With Nakednefs His Innocence agrees ; 
While T:beir broad Foliage teftifies their Fall. 
Their No- Joys end, where His full Feaft begins j. 
l^i Toys create, Theiri murder, future Blifs. 
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To triumph in Exigence, His alone ; 

And His alone, triomphantly to think 

His trut Exiftoice it not yet bcgim. 

His glorious Courfe wis, Yeft^iay^ complete ; 

Death* then^ was welcome ; yet Life ibU is Sweet. 

Bat nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm. 

Undaunted Areaft And whofe is that high Praife I 

^bty yield to Pleafure, tho* they Danger braves 
And (hew no Fortitude, bat in the Field ; 
If there they (hew it, 'tis for Glory (hewn ; 
Nor i(dll that Cordial always Man f^ryr Hearts. 
A Cordial His fulbins, that cannot hSXi 
By PleaTure Hnfabdu'd, unbroke by Pain, 
lie (hares ii^ that Omnipotence he tru(b. 
All-bearing, All-attempting, till he falb ; 
And when he falls, writes VI CI on his Shield. 
From Masnanimity, all Fear above ; 
From nobler Recompence, tXioyt jhplsatfif i 
Which owes to M^s Jbort Out-look all its Charms. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 
Lorenzo cries, — ** Where (hines this Miracle? 
•* From what Rpot rifes this Immortal Man / " 
A Root that grows not in Lorenzo's Ground; 
The Root diffeft, nor wonder at the Flower, 

Hi follows Nature (not like * Thee) ; and (hews us 
An oninverted Syftem of a Man. 
His Jfpetite wears Reafon^ golden Chain, 
And finds, in due Reftraint, its Luxury. 
His FaJJion^ like an Eagle well-reclaim'd. 
Is taught to fly at nought, but Infinite. 
Patient his H«;^^, un-anxious is his Care^ 
^is Caution fearlefs, and his Grief (if Grief 
The Gods ordain) a, Stranger to Defpair. 
And why ? — Becaufe AfFedion, more than meet. 
His Wifdom leaves not difengag'd from Heaven. 
Thofe fecondary Goods that fimle on Earth, 

' He, 

. .^ t See Page 220. <(ifle J* 
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He, loving, in Prcportion, loves in Peace. 

They moftthe World en)oy, who leaft admire. 

His Underfianding 'fcapes the common Cloud 

Of Fumes, arifing from a boiHng Bread. 

His Ikad is dear, becaufe his Heart is cool. 

By worldly Competitions vninfUun'd. 

The moderate Movements of his Soul admit 

Diftind Ideasj and matar'd Debate, 

An Eye impartial, and an even Scale ; 

Whence Judgment found, and unrepenting Choice. 

Thus, in a double Senfe, the Good are wife ; 

On its own Dnnghil, wifer than the World. 

What, then, the World ? It mufi be doubly weak ; 

Strange Truth ! as foon would they believe the Creed. 

Yet thus it is ; nor otherwife can be ; 
So fsir from aueht Romantic, what I fmg. 
Blifs has no Bemg, Virtue has no Strength, 
But from the Profpedt of immortal Life. 
Who think Earth all, or (what weighs juft the fame) 
Who ca<e no farther, muji prize what it yields ; 
Fond of its Fancies, proud of its Parades. 
Who thinks Earth nothing, can't its Charms admire ; 
He can't a Foe, tho' moil malignant, hate, 
Becaufe that Hate would prove his greater Foe. 
Tis haid for 7hem (yet who fo loudly boaft 
Good-will to Men ?) to love their deareft Friend ; 
For may he not invade their Good Supreme^ 
Where the leaft Jealoufy turns Love to Gall ? 
All fhines to I'bem^ that for a Seafon fhines. 
Each Aa, each Thought, He queflions, " What its Weight, 
** Its Colou^r what, a Thoufand Ages hence ? *'-—*— 
And what it there appears, he deems it now. 
Hence, pure are the ReceiTes of his Soul. 
The God'like Man has nothing to conceal. 
His Virtue, conHitutionally deep. 
Has Hahit^s Firmnefs, and AffeSiiofC% Flame $ 
Angels, ally'd, dcfcend to feed the Fire ; 
hi^ Death, which Others flays, makes him a God. 

And 
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And now, Lohenzo ! Bigot of this WbrMi 
Wont to difdain poor Bigots caught by Heat«a t 
Stand by thy Sconiy and be redncM to Nimgbt : 
For what art Thott^-^-^ThoaBooAer! While /s^Oare, 
Thy gaudy Grandeur, and mere worldly Wortk, 
Like a broad Mift, at Difhmce, ftrikes us moft ; 
And, like a MiiV, is Nothing when at hand i 
His Merit, like a Moimtain, on Approach^ 
Swells more, and rifc^ nearer to die Skies, 
By Promife, »ow, and, by Poffeiiion, fom^ 
(Tooy^ff^, too muchy it cannot be) his Ovm. 

From this thy juft jhndbiUuiou TifOj 
Lorenzo ! rife to Somethings by Keply. 
The World, thy Client, liltcns, and cxpefts ; 
And longs to crown thee with immortal Praife. 
Canft thou be filent ? No ; for ITit is ThiAe i 
And Wit talks moft^ when Udft (he has to fay. 
And Rtafin interrupts not her Career. 
She'll fay ? ■ 'That Mifis above the Mountains rife ; 
And, with a thoufand Pleafantries, amufe ; 
She'll fparkle, puzzle, flatter, raife a Duft, 
And fly Convidion, in the Duft fhe rais'd. 

Wit, how delicious to Man's dainty Taftc !— — • 
'Tis precibus, as the Vehicle of Smfe ; 
But, as its Subftitute, a dire Dife&fe. 
Pernicious Talent I Flatter'd by the World, 
By the blind World, which thinks the Talent rate. 
Wifdom is rare, Loreuzo I Wit abounds ; 
Paffien can give it ; fbmetimes fFine in(pires 
The lucky Flafti ; and Madntfs rarely fails. 
Whatever Caufe the Spirit flrongly ftirs. 
Confers the Bays, and rivals thy Renown. 
For thy Renown, 'twere well, was This the woil^i 
Chance often hits it ; and, to pique thee more^ 
See Dulne/s, blundVing on Vivacities, ^ .^ 

Shakes her Sage Head at the Calamity^ , . ;>5fc - 

Which has expos'd, and let her down to Thee* ..jf* 
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BntWifdom^ awful Wifdoml whicli infpeds, 

Difccras, coiripares^ weighs, fe|)arat^s, ipfertjl". 

Seizes the Right," and hplds it to the Uft ;../'. 

How rare ! In Senatb, Synods^ fouglitj in vainjj 

Or if thert found, "^tis facred t6 the Fe^ ; 

While a lewd ProfUtute to Multitudes, 

Frequent, as Fatal, J^it : In tivil Life, 

Wit makes an EnteVprizer ; S^enfe^ a Man, 

Wit hates Authority ; Commotion loves. 

And thinks herfelf ,thc Ji^htning of tjie Storm. 

Jii States, 'tb dangerous ; in ReTipott, ^Death : 

Shall Wit turn Chri.Rjan, when t^e i)uU {)elieve ? 

^enfe is our Hflmet,. i^it is J)Ut tl^e Pl-upie j 

The Plume pxbofes, '^s pur tielihet faves. 

hnfe is the Diamond, weighty, fdlid, found ; 

When cut by Wit^ it calls a brighter Beam 5 

Yet, Wit apart, it is a Di'mond Hill. 

Wit, widowed of Good'Senfe, h worfe than Nought 5 

It hoiib more Sail to run againft a Rock. 

Thus, a ^^^-Ch ESTER FIELD is quite a Fool ; 

Whom dull Fools fcorn, and blefs their Want of Witj 

How ruinous the Rock I warn thee fhun. 
Where Sirens fit, to fing thee to thy Fate ! 
A Joy, in which our Reafon bears no Parr, 
Is but a Sorrow ti<ckling, ere it ftings. 
Let not the Cooings of the World allijre thee j . 
Which of her Lovers ever found her True } 
Haf/>y f of this bad World who Httle know ; 
And yet, we much muft know her, to be Safe. 
To Afionv the World, not love her, is thy PoinJt 1 
She gives but Little, nor that Little, long. 
rhere is, I 'grant, a Triumph of the Pulfe j 
A Dance of ^pirits^ a mere Froth of Joy, 
Our t^oughtle/s jfgitation's idle Child, 
That mantles high, that fparkles, and expires. 
Leaving the Soul more vapid than before. 
An ammarOvzuoii ! fuch as holds 
No Commerce with our Reafon, but fubfifts 
On Juice9| thro' the well-ton'd Tubes^ well-ftrain'd ; 
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A nkc Machine ! fcarce ever tun'd aright ; 

And when it jars thy Sirens fing no more. 

Thy Dance is done ; the Demigod is thrown 

(Short Apotheoils I) beneath the Man, 

In coward Gloom immcrs'd, or fell Ddpair. 

Art thou yet Du/I enough Defpair to dread. 
And ftartle at Defb-a6Uon ? If thou art. 
Accept a Buckler, take it to the Field ; 
(A Field of Battle is this mortal Life f) 
When Danger threatens, lay it on thy Heart ; 
A iingle Sentence Proof againfl the Tr6r/d. 
" $ou/f Body, Fortune f Ev^ry Good pertainl 
** To One of thefe ; but prize not All alike ; 
" The Goods of Fortune to thy Body's Health, 
" Body to Soul, and Soul fabmit to God." 
Wouldft thou build lafting Happinefs ? Do This ; 
Th' inverted Pyramid can never Hand. 

Is this Truth doubtful ? It outlhines the Sun ; 
Nay, the Sun fhines not, but to Ihew us This, 
The fmgle Leflbn of Mankind on Earth. 
And yet— Yet, what ? No News ! Mankind is mad ; 
Such mighty Numbers lift againfl the Right, 
(And what can't Numbers, when bewitch*d, atchleve ?) 
They talk themfelves to Something like Belief, 
That all Earth's Joys are Theirs : As Jthens* Fool 
Grinn'd from the Fort, on ev'ry Sail his Own. 

They grin ; but wherefore ? And how long the Laugh ? 
Half Ignorance, their Mirth ; and Half, a Lye ; 
To cheat the World, and cheat Themfelves, they fmile. 
Hard either Talk ! The mod Abandon'd own. 
That Others, if Abandon'd, are undone : 
Then, for Thenifelves, the Moment Reafin wakes» 
(And Providence denies it loiig Repofe) 
O how laborious is their Gaiety f 
They fcarce can fwallow their ebullient Spleen, 
Scarce mufter Patience to fupport the Farce, 
And pump fad Laughter, till the Curtain falls. / j 
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Scarce, did I fay ? Some cannot fit it out ; 
Oft their own daring Hands the Curtain draw. 
And fhew us what Sicir Joy, by their Defpair. 

The clotted Hair ! gor'd Breaft ! blafpheming Eye ? 
Its imjnous Fury ftill alive in Death f — 
Shut, fhut the fhocking Scene. — But Hcav'n dcnici 
A Cover to fuch Guilt ; and fo Ihould Man. 
Lookxoukid, Lorenzo ! fee the reeking Blade s 
Th' invenom'd Phial, and the fatal Ball ; 
The ffarangling Cord, and fuifocating Stream ; 
The loathfome Rottennefs, and foul Decays 
From raging Riot (ilower Suicides !] s 
And Pri^ in thefe, more execrable ftill I— 
How horrid All to Thought I— But Horrors, thefe. 
That vouch the Truth ; and aid my feeble Song. 

From Fiee, Sfmfi, Fancy, no Man can be bleft : 
Bliia is too great, to lodge within an Hour ; 
When an Immortal Being aims at Blifs, 
Duration is eflential to the Name. 
O for a Joy from Rea/bn ! Joy from That, 
Which m^kes Man, Man ; and exercised aright. 
Will make him mort : A Bounteous Joy ! that gives. 
And promifes ; that weaves, with Art divine. 
The richeft Profpcdl into prefent Peace : . 

A Joy Jmbitious ! Joy in common held 
With Thrbnes ethereal, and their Giieater fati 
A Joy high-privileg*d from Chance, Time, Death f 
A Joy, which Death (hall double f Judgment, crowii ! 
Oown*d higher, and ftill higher, at each Stage, 
Thro* bleft Eternity's long Day ; yet ftill. 
Not more remote from Sorronv^ than from Him, 
WhofcJavifli Hand, whofe Love ftupendous, pours ., 

So much of Deity on guilty Duft. 
7here, O my Lvcia f may I meet thee There, 
Where not Tl\y Prefence can improve my Blifs ? 

AfFedb not This the Sages of the World? 
Can nought ajfi^ them, but v/hax/oo/s them too ? j 

' "Eternity, 
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Eternity, dependiiig on an Howr^ 

Mskei/erious Thought Man's Wifdom, Joy, and Praife. 

Nor need you bhim Ctho' fometiiies yoVir Defigns 

May fhun the Light) at your Defigns on Heaven ; 

Sole Point ! where over-ha/hfid is your Blame. 

Are you not Wife f — ^You know you are : Yet hear 

One Truth, amid your num'rous Schemes, miflald. 

Or overlooked, or thrown afide, if Seen ; 

*< Our Schemes to plan by This WorW, or tlie iV/*/^ 

" Is the fole DifFVe^nce between Wife, and Fool." 

All iMorthy MeH will wd^ you In this ^cale ; 

What Wonder, then, if They J)ronotmcc you Ught f 

Is their Efleem alone not worth your Qsitc ? 

Accept my fimple Scheme of' CMtfHon-Senfe ; 

Thus, feve your Fasie^ and rtakcTw^ Worlds your Own. 

The World replies not ; — but the World perfijis ; 
And puts Ae Ctrnfe off to the longeff Day^ 
Planning EvaiioAs for the Dir)r "of jOobfH. 
So far, at that Re-h^arikgi fifom Redrtfe, 
They then turn WitneJJTes againft Thehifelvos. 
Hear That, Lorewzo f nor be Wife Tomorrow. 
Hafle, Hafte ! A Man, by Nature, is in Hafte ; 
For who ihall anfv^er forawothcr Hour ? 
*Tis highly pmdeht, to makeOM^ fute Ffiend i 
And That thou canft nob do, thi$ Sirdie the Side^ 

Ye Sons of Earth f (tior motiving to be more !) 
Since Fer/e you think from Prieftcraft fonicwhat frc^ 
Thus, in an Age fo gay, the Mu£e plain Truths 
(Truths, which, at Church, you might have heard in Proie^ 
Has ventured into Light ; weU-pleas'd the Vierfe 
Should be forgot, if you the Truths retain* i 
^ And crown ;her with your Welfare^ not your Praife. 
But Prai/e (he need not fear : I {eevsty Fate ; 
And headlong leap, like Gurtius, 'down the Gi%h. 
Since many an ample F4)iume, mighty Tome, 
Muft die ; and die Unwept ; O Thou minute» 
Devoted Page ! go forth artiong thy Foes ; 
Qo, nobly proud of Martyrdom for TraUiK. 
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And die a double Death : Mankind, incens'd. 
Denies thee long to live : Nor (halt thou ref^. 
When thou art dead ; in Stygian Shades arraigned 
^ B/ LuciFERy as Traitor to his Throne; 
And bold Blafphemer of his Friend, — ^The World ; • 
The World, whofe Legions coft Him flcndcr Pay, 
And Volunteers J around his Banner fwarm ; 
Prudent, as Prussia, in her Zeal for Gaul. 

" Arc All, then. Fools?" Lorenzo cries — Yes, All, 
But fuch as hold this Dodtrine (new to Thee) ; 
" The Mother of true Wifdom is the Willi'' 
The nobleft IntelUa^ a Fool without it. 
World'Wifdom Much has done, and More may do. 
In Arts and Sciences, in Wars, and Peace ; 
But Art and Science, like thy Wealth, will leave thee* 
And make thee Twice a Beggar at thy Death. 
'[his is the moft Indulgence can afford ; — 
" % Wifdom All can do, but— make thee Wife.'' 
Nor think this Cenfure is fevere on Thee ; 
$atany thy Mailer, I dare call a Dunce. 




NIGHT 
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NIGHT the Ninth and Last. 

THE 

CONSOLATION. 

Containing, among other Things, 

I. A Moral Survey of the || II. A Night- A d D R E s s 
NoSfurnal Heavens. || to the D E I T Y. 

Humbly iNscRXtED 

To His Grace the Duke of NEWCASTLE, 
One of His Majefty's Principal Secretaries of State, 

■ I Fatis Contraria Fata refendtns, V i R c. 
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NIGHT the Ninth, and Last. 

THE 

C O N S O L A T 10 N. 




I S when a Traveller, a long Day paft 
In painful Search of what he cannot iind» 
At Night's Approach, content with the next 

Cot, 
There ruminates, awhile, his Labour loll ; 
Then chears his Heart with what his Fate affords. 
And chants his Sonnet to deceive the Time, 
Till the due Seafon calls him to Repofe : 
Thus I, long-traveird in the Ways of Men, 
And dancing, with the reft, the giddy Maze, 
Where Difappointment fmiles at Hope*s Career ; 
WamM by the Languor of Life's Ev'ning Ray, 
At length, have hous'd me in an humble Shed ; 
Where, future Wand'ring banifh'd from my Thought, 
And waiting, patient, the fweet Hour of Reft % 
1 chafe the Moments with a feripus Song. 
Song fooths our Pains ; and Age has Pains to footh. 

When 
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When Age, Care, Crime, and Friends embraced at 

Heart, 
Torn from my bleeding Bread, and Deaths dark Shade, 
Which hovers o'er me, quench th* ethereal Fire ; 
Canft thou, O tJight ! induljK One Labour more ? 
One Labour more indulge : Then fleep, my Strain ! 
Till, haj^y, wikM by Raphabl*8 goMen Lyr^ 
Where Night, Death, Age, pure. Crime, and Sorrow, 

ceafe; 
To bear a Part in everlafting Lays ; 
Tho' far, far higher fet, in Aim, I truft, 
Symphonious to this humble Prelude hart. 

Has not the Mufe aiTerted Pleafurei pure. 
Like thofe Above ; exploding other Joys ? 
Weigh what was urg*d,' Lorenzo I Fairly weigh; 
And tell me, haft thou Caufe to triumph (till ? 
I think, thou wilt forbear a Boaft fo bold« 
But if, beneath the Favour of Miftake, . 
Thy Smile's iincere ; not more fmcere can be 
Lorenzo's Smile, than my Compaflion for him. 
The Sick in Body call for Aid ; the Sick 
In M/Wai-e covetous of more Diifeafe; - 

And when at tuorfi^ they dream themfelves quite mceU- 
To kn<m> ouHelves difeas'd, is Half our Cure. 
When Nature's Blufh by Cufiom is wip'd off. 
And Conscience, deadened by repeal Strokes, 
Has into Manners naturalized our Crimes ; 
The Curfe of Curies is, our Curfc to love ; 
To triumph in the Blacknefs of -our Guilt, 
(As Jndians glory in the deepeft Jet) ; 
And throw afide our ^enfes^ with our Ftace. 

But, grant no Guilt, no Shame, no leaft Alloy ; 
Grant Joy and Glory, quite unfully'd, ihone; 
Yct^ ftill, it ill defcrves Lorenzo's Heart. 
No Joy^ no Glory^ glitters in thy Sight, 
But, thro' the thin Partition of an lloor, 
I fee its Sables wove by Defthj^ * 
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And that ia Sorrow bury'd; this^ in Shame ; 
V/hJlt howling Furies ring the doleful Knell ; 
And Confcience^ now fo foft thou fcarce canft hear 
Her Whifper, echoes their eternal Peal. 

Where, the prime Afters of the loft 2^^*8' Scene ; 
Their Port fo proud, their Buikin, and their Plume ? 
How xsaxiyjleef^ who kept the World mjoake 
With Luflre, and with Noife ! Has Death proclaim^ 
A Truce, and hung his fated Lance on high ? 
'Tis brandifti'd ftill ; nor ihall the prefent Tear 
Be more tenacious of her human Leaf, 
Or fpread of feeble Life a thinner Fall. 

But needlefs Monuments to wake the Thought ; 
Life's gayeft Scenes fpeak Man's Mortality ; 
Iho' in a Style more florid, full as plain, 
As Mauf oleums. Pyramids, and Tombs, 
IVhat are our nobleft Ornaments, but Deaths 
Turn'd Flatterers of Life, in Paint, or Marble, 
The well-ftain'd Canvas, or the featur'd Stone ? 
3ur Fathers grace, or rather haunt, the Scene ; 
^oy peoples her Pavilion from the Dead. 

« Frofeft Dimrjkns ! cannot Thefe efcapc ? "— 
?ar from it : Thefe prefent us with a Shroud ; 
\nd talk of Deaths like Garlands o'er a Grave. 
\s fome bold Plunderers, for bury'd Wealthy 
Ve ranfack Tombs for Pttflime ; from the Duft 
Tall up the fleeping Hero ; bid^im tread 
The Scene for our Amufement : Howlike Gods 
Ve fit ; and, wrapt in Immortality, 
hed gen'rous Tears on Wretches bom to die; 
het'r Fate deploring, to forget our OiAjn ! 

What, all the Popps* and Triumphs of our Lives, 
ut Legacies in Bloflbm ? Our lean Soil, 
. uxuriant grown, and rank in Vanities, 
rom Friends interr'd beneath ; a rich Manure ! 
.ike other Worms, we banquet on the Dead ; , 

M Like 
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Like other Worms, (hall we crawl on, nor know 
Our prefent Frailties, or approaching Fate ? 

LoRBNZo ! fuch the Glories of the World! 
What is the World itfclf ? Thy World ?— A Grave. 
Where is the Dull that ha^ not been alive ? 
The Spade, the Plough, diHarb oar Ancefiors; 
From human Mould we reap our daily Bread. 
The Globe around Earth^s hollow Suiface fhakes, 
And is the Ceiling of her fleeping Sons. 
0*er Devaftation we blind Revels keep ; 
Whole bury'd Towns fupport the Dancer^s Heel. 
The Moift of human Frame the Sun exhales ; 
Winds fcatter, thro' the mighty Void, the Dry ; 
Earth r^poflefies Part of what (he gave. 
And the freed Spirit mounts on Wings of Fire; 
Each Element partakes our fcatter^d Spoils ; 
As Nature, wide, our Ruins fpread ; MzxCs Death 
Inhabits all Things, but the Thought of Man. 

Nor Man alone ; his breathing Buft expires. 
His Tomb is mortal ; Empires die : Where, now, 
The Roman? Greek? They ilalk, «i empty Name! 
Yet Few regard them in this ufeful Light ; 
Tho' half our Learning is their Epitaph. 
When down thy Vale, unlocked by Midni^t Thongkt, 
That loves to wander in thy Sunlefsjtodms, 
O Death ! I llretch my View ; ywhirVifions rife! 
What THumphs ! Toils imn^al I Arts divine ! 
In withered Laurels glide4yefore my Sight ? 
What Lengths of far-fam'd Ages, billow'd-high 
With human Agitation, roll along 
In unfubftahtial Imj^es of Air ! 
The melancholy Ghofts of dead Renown, 
Whifp'ring faint Echoes of the WorWs Applaufe, 
With penitential Afpcd, as tkis;y pafs. 
All point at Earth, and hifs at human Pride, 
The Wifdom of the Wife^ and Prancings of the Gn^- 
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But, O Lqrenzo I far the reft above 
Of ghaftly Nature, and enormous Size, 
One Form aflaults my Sight, and chills my Blood, 
And fhakes my Frame. Of One departed World 
I fee the mighty Shadow; oo^^y Wreath 
And difnuii Siea-weed crown her ; o'er her Ura 
Keclin'd, (he weeps her defolated Realms, 
And bloated Sons; and, weeping, prophefies 
Another* s DiiTolution, foon, in Flames. 
But, like Cassandra, prophefies in vain; 
In vain, AQ Manyi not, I truft, to Thee. 

For, know'ft thou not, or art thou loth to know. 
The great Decree, the Counfel of the Skies ? 
Deluge and Conflagration^ dreadful Powers. I 
Prime Miniilers of Vengeance I Chained in Caves 
Dillind, apart the Giant Furies roar ; 
Apart ; or (uch their horrid Rage for Ruin* 
In mutual Conilid would they rife, and wage 
Eternal War, till One was quite devour'd. 
But not for T^'j, ordained their boundlefs Rage ; 
Wtei HeavVs inferior Inftruments of Wrath, 
War^ Famine^ Fefiilence^ are found too weak 
To fcoocge a World for her enormous Crimes, 
fhefe are .let loofe, aliern^e : Down they ruQi, 
Swift and Ten^peftaous, from th' eternal Throne, 
With irrefiftible Commiffion arm'd. 
The World, in vain corre£led, to deflroy. 
And eafe .Creation of the Shocking Scene. 

Seedthou, Lorenzo! what depends «;i Man ? 
The fate of Nature ; as/<^r Man, her Birth. 
£/?r/^'sA'£borS' change Earth's tranfitory Scenes, 
And ipaike Creation groan with human rQuilt. 
How mnft it groan, in a new Deluge whelm'd. 
But not of Waters ! At the deftiu'd Hour, 
By the loud Trumpet {Jummpn'd to the Charge, 
See, all the formidable Sons of Fire, 
.JSruptions, Earthquakes, Comets, Lightnings, play ^ 
U z ThclJ 
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Their various Engines ; All at once difgorge 
Their blazing Magazines ; and take, by Storm, 
This poor terrcftrial Citadel of Man. 

Amazing Period ! when each Mountain-Hdght 
Out bums Vefumus\ Rocks eternal pour 
Their melted Mafs, as Rivers once they pour'd ; 
Stars rufh ; and final Ruin fiercely drives 

Her Ploughfhare o'er Creation f While aloft, 

More than Aftoniftiment ! if more can be ! 
Far other firmament than e'er was fecn. 
Than e'er was thought hy Man I Far other ^tant 
Stars animate, that govern thefc of Fire ; 

Far other ^un ! A Sun, O how unlike 

The Babe at Bethlem ! How unlike the Man 

That groan'd on Cahary ! Yet He it is ; 

That Man of Sorrows! O how chang'd \ What Pomp! 
In Grandeur terrible, All Heav'n defcends f 
And Gods, ambitious, triumph in His Train. 
A fwift Archangel, with his golden Wing, 
As Blots and Clouds, that darken and difgrace 
The Scene divine, fweeps Stars and Suns afide. 
And now, all Drofs remov'd, Heav'n's own pure Daj, 
Full on the Confines of our ^ther, flames. 
While (dreadful Contrail !) far, how far beneath ! 
Hell burfting, belches forth her blazing Seas, 
And Storms fulphureous ; her voracious Jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her Prey. 

Lorenzo ! welcome to this Scene; the Laft 
In Nature's Courfe ; the Firft in Wifdom's Thought. 
nis ftrikes, if aught can ftrike thee j This awakes 
The moll Supine 5 This fnatches Man from Death. 
Roufe, roufip, Lorenzo, then, and follow me, 
Where Truth, the moil momentous Man can hear. 
Loud calls my Soul, and Ardor wings her Flight. 
I find my Infpiration in my Theme ; 
Th« Craadeur of my Subjed is my Mufc. 



V 



Digitized by Google 



jafBfit^c&ottffStjff, &c. 245 

At Midnight^ when Mankind is wrapt in Feaee^ 
And worldly Fancy feeds on golden Dreams ; 
To give more Dread to Man's moft dreadful Hour, 
At Midnight, 'tis prefum'd, this Pomp will burli 
From tenfold Darknefs 5 fuddcn, as the Spark 
From fmitten Steel ; from nitrous Grain, the Blaze. 
Man, flarting from his Couch, fhall fleep no more ! 
The Day is brpke, which never more fhall clofe I 
Above, around, beneath. Amazement All \ 
Terror and Glory join'd in their Extremes ! 
Our G O D in Grandeur, and our World on Fire ! 
All Nature ftruggling in the Pangs of Death ! 
T>Q^ thou not hear her ? Doft thou not deplore 
Her ftrong Convuliions, and her final Groan ? 
Where are we now ? Ah me ! The Ground is gone. 
On which we flood, Lorenzo ! While thou may 'ft. 
Provide more firm Support, or fink for Ever ! 
Where? How? From whence? Vain Hope! It is too late t 
Where, where, for Shelter, fhall the Guilty fly. 
When Conflernation turns the Good Mam pale ? 

Great Day \ for which all other Days were made ; 
For which Earth rofe from Chaos ; Man from Earth % 
And an Eternity, the Date of Gods, 
Defccnded on poor Earth-created Man f 
Great Day of Dread, Decifion, and Defpair \ 
At Thought of Thee, each fubliinary Wifh 
Lets go its eager Grafp, and drops the World ; 
And catches at each Reed of Hope in Heaven. 

At Thought of Thee I -And art thou abfent then^ 

Lorenzo I No ; 'tis Here ; it is begun j— 

Already is begun the Grand Aflize, 

In Thee, in AH : Deputed Confcience fcales 

The dread Tribunal, and foreftalls our Doom ; 

Foreflalls ; and, by foreftalling, proves it Sure, 

Why on Himfelf fhould Man fuoid Judgment pafs ? 

Is: idle Nature laughing at her Sons ? 

Who Confcience fent, her Sentence will fupport, 

A»i GOD Above affert That Goo in Man. 

M 3 Thrice 
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Thrice happy They f that enter notjo the Court 
Hcav'n opens in their Bofoms : But, how rare. 
Ah me ! That Magnanimity, how rare ! 
What Hero, like the Man who ftands Himfelf ; 
Who dares to meet his naked Heart alone ; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full Charge it brings, 
Refolv'd to filcnce future Murmurs There ? 
The Qoward flies; and, flying, is undone. 
(Art thou a Coward ? No) : The Coward flies ; 
Thinks, but thinks flightly ; afks, but fears to kncnu ; 
Afks, *' What is Truth /*" with Pilate ; and retires ; 
DiflTolves the Court, and mingles with the Throng ; 
Afylum fad I from Reafon, Hope, and Heav*n ! 

Shall All, but Man, look out with ardent Eye, 
For that great Day, which was ordain'd/^r Man ? 

Day of Confummation ! Mark fupreme 

(Ff Men are wife) of human Thought ! nor leaft* 

Or in the Sight of Angels, or their KING ? 

jSngels, vvhofe radiant Circles, Height o'er Height, 

Order o'er Order, rifing, Blaze o'er Blaze, 

As in a Theatre, furround This Scene, 

Intent on Man, and anxious for his Fate, 

Mgels look out for Thee, for Thee, their LORD, 

To vindicate His Glory; and for Thee, 

Creation univerfal calls aloud, 

To dif-involve the moral World, and give 

To Nature^s Renovation brighter Charms. 

Shall Man alone, whofe Fate, whofe/WFate, 
Hangs on that Hour, exclude it from his Thought ? 

1 think of nothing elfe ; I fee ! I feel it ! 

All Nature, like an Earthquake, trembling round I 

All Deities, like Summer's Swarms, on Wing! 

All bafking in the full Meridian Blaze ! 

I fee the Judge inthron'd ! The flaming Guard ! 

The Volume open'd ! Open'd every Heart I 

A Sun-beam pointing out each fecret Thought^ 

No Patron ! Interccifor none ! Now paft 
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The fweet, the clement. Mediatorial Hour ! 

For Guslt no Plea ! To Pain, no Paufe ! no Bound! 

Inexorable, All ! and All, Extreme ! 

Nor Man alone ; the Foe of God and Man, 
From his dark Den, blafpheming, drags his Chain, 
And rears his brazen Front, with Thunder fcarr'd ; 
Receives his Sentence, and begins his HeU. 
Ail Vengeance paji^ now, feems abundant Grace : 
Like Metj^ors in a ftormy Sky, how roll * 

His baleful Eyes \ He curfes whom he dreads ; 
And deems it the firft Moment of his Fall. 

'Tis prefent to my Thought ! — And, yet, where is it \ 
Angeh can't tell me ; Angels cannot gue/s 
The Period ; from created Beings lock'd 
In Darknefs. But the Procefs, and the Pla^e^ 
Are lefs obijcure ; for Thefe may Man inquire. 
Say, Thou great Clofe of human Hopes and Fears ! 
Great Key of Hearts T Great Fipifher of Fates ! 
Great End ! and Great Beginning ! Say, Where art Thou t 
Art thou in Timej or in Eternity ? 
Nor in Eternity^ nor 7/W, I iind Thee. 
Thefe, as Two Monarchs, on their Borders meet, 
(Monarchs of All elaps'd, or unarriv'd I) 
As in Debate, how beft their PowVs ally*d 
May fwell the Grandeur, or difcharge the Wrath, 
Of HIM, whom both their Monarchies obey. 

Time, this vaft Fabric for him built (and doom'd 
With him to fall) now burfting o'er his Head ; 
His Lamp, the Sun, extinguifh'd ; from beneath 
The Frown of hideous Darknefs, calls his Sons 
From their long Slumber ; from Earth's heaving Woml> 
To fecond Birth ; contemporary Throng ! 
Rous'd at One Call, upftarting from One Bed, 
Preft in One Croud, , appal'd with One Amaze, 
He turns them o'er. Eternity ! to thee, 
'Ehein (as a King depos'd difdains to live) 
V^hXh 09 hia own Scythe ; nor falls alone ; 
'^^i: M 4 Hh 
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His greateft Foe falls with him ; Time, and He 
Who murdcr'd all Timers OiFspring, Death, expire. 

TIME was! E T E R N I T Y naw reigns alone ! 

Awful Eternity ! offended Queen ! 

And her Refentment to Mankind, how jufl I 

With kind Intent foliciting Accefs, 

How often has fhe knockM at human Hearts ! 

Rich to repay their Hofpitality, . 

How often caird ! and with the Voice of God ! 

Vet bore Repulfe, excluded as a Cheat I 
*,^ A Dream ! while foulcft Foes found Welcome thre ! 
■' A Drekm, a Cheat, now, sill Things, but ier Smile. 

For, lo ! her twice Ten thoufand Gates thrown wide, 
As thrice from /«^«i to the frozen Pole, 
With Banners, ftreaming as the Comet's Blaze, 
And Clarions, louder than the Deep in Storms^ 
Sonorous, as immortal Breath can blow. 
Pour forth their Myriads, Potentates, and Powen, 
Of Light, of Darknefs ; in a middle Field, 
Wide, as Creation ! populous, as wide ! 
A neutral Region ! there to mark th' Event 
Of that great Drama, whofe preceding Scenes 
Detain'd them clofe Spectators, thro' a Length 
Of Ages, rip'ning to this grand Refult ; 
Ages, as yet unnumbered, but by God ; 
Who now, pronouncing Sentence, vindicates 
The Rights of^ Virtue, and His own Renown. 

ETERNITY, the various Sentence paft, 
Afligns the fever'd Throng diftinft Abodes, 
Sulphureous, or Ambrofial : What enfues ? 
The Deed predominant f the Deed of Deeds ? 
Which makes a Hell of Hell, a Heav'n of Hcav'n. 
The Goddefs, with determined Afpeft, turns 
Her adamantine Key's enormous Size 
Thro' Deftiny's inextricable Wards, 
Deep-driving ev'ry Bolt, on Both their Fates. . ^\ 

Then, from the Cryftal Battlements of Heaven, . |<?: 
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Down, down, fhe hurls it thro' the dark Profound, 
Ten thoufand thoufand Fathom ; there to ruft. 
And ne'er unlock her Refolution more. 
The Deep refounds, and HeU, thro' all her Glooms, 
Returns, in Groans, the melancholy Roar. 

O how unlike the Chorus of the Skies ! 
how unlike thofe Shouts of Joy, that ihake 
The whole Ethereal! How the Concave rings ! 
Nor ftrange ! when Deities their Voice exalt ; 
And loudelr far, than when Creation rofe. 
To fet Creation's godlike Aim, and End, 
So well accomplifh'd ! fo divinely clos'd I 
To fee the mighty Dramatift's laft A&. . 
(As meet) in Glory riiing o'er the reft. 
No fanfy'd God, a G OD indeed, defcends. 
To folve all Knots ; to ftrike the Moral home ; 
To throw full Day on darkeft Scenes of Time ; 
To clear, commend, exaUj and crown, the Whole. 
Hence, in one Peal of loud, eternal Praife, 
'rtie charm'd Spectators thunder their Applaufe j 
And the vaft Void beyond, Applaufe ^efounds.. 

What then am I ?— — 

Amidft applauding Worlds, 
And Worlds celeftial, is there found on Earth, 
A peevifli, diffonant, rebellious String, 
Which jars in the grand Chorus, and Compl^i ? 
Cenfwre on Thee^ Lorenzo ! I fufpend, ^ ; •^*^fc:_ 
And turn it on Myfelf; how greatly due f ^^ 

All, All is Eighty by God ordain'd, or done ; ^^ 
And who, but God, refum'd the Friends He gave } 
And have I been Complaining, then, fo long ? 
Complainifor^ His Fa^vours 5 Pain, and Death ? 
Who, without Pain\ Advice, would e'er be Gopd ? 
Who, without Z>/?a/^, but would be Good in vain ? 
Pain is to fave from Fain ; All Punifliment, 
To .make for Feace ; and Death to fave from Death j 
Awi Second Death, to guard immortal Life ; 
Ta roufe the Carelefs, the Prefumptuous awe, 

/ M 5 And 
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And tarn the Tide of Souh another Way ; 
By the fame Tendemefs Divine ordained, 
That planted Edtn^ and highbloom'd for Man, 
A fairer EtUn^ endlefs, in the Skies. 

Hcav'n gives us Friends to blefs the pnfent Scene j 
Refumes them, to prepare us for the next. 
All Evils Natural are Moral Goods ; 
All Difcipline, Indulgence^ on the Whole. 
None are unhappy ; All have Caufe to fmile. 
But fuch as to Thcmfelves That Caufe deny. 
Our Faults are at the Bottom of our Paim ; 
Error, in A£i^ or Judgimnt^ is the Source 
Of endlefs Sighs : Vf^fin^ or we miftake. 
And Nature tax, when falfe Opinion flings. 
Let impious Grief be banifli'd, Joy indulg'd ; 
But chiefly tben^ when Grief puts in her Claim. 
Joy from the Joyous^ frequently betrays. 
Oft lives in Vanity, and dies in Woe. 
Joy, amidjl llhy corroborates, exalts ; 
'Tis Joy, and Conqueft ; Joy, and Virtue too. 
A noble Fortitude in Ills delights 
Heav'n, Earth, Ourfelves ; 'tis Duty, Glory, Peace. 
Jffliaion is the Good Man's (hining Scene ; 
frofpirity conceals his brighteft Ray ; 
As Night to Stars, Woe Luftre gives to Man. 
Heroes in Battle, Pilots in the Storm, 
And Virtue in Calamities, admire. 
The Crown Of Manhood is a Winter- Joy ; 
An Evergreen, that ftands the Northern Blaft, 
And blolToms in the Rigour of our Fate. 

'Tis a prime Part of Happinefs, to know 
How much Unhappinefs mufi prove our Lot ; 
A Part which few poffefs ! Ill pay Life's Tax, 
Without one rebel Murmur, from this Hour, 
Nor think it Mifery to be a Man ; 
Who thinks // //, Ihall never be a God, 
Some Ills we wifli for^ when wc wifii to live. 
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What fpoke froud Paffton /*— " * Wifh my Being loft !'» 
Prefumptuoua ! filafphemous ! Abfurd ! and Falfe ! 
The Triumph of my Soul is, — That I am i 
And therefore that I may hc-r-fF/jat ? Lorenzo ! 
Look Inward, and look Deep ; and deeper ftill > 
Unfathomably deep our Treafure runs 
In golden Veins, thro' all Eternity ! 
Ages, and Ages, and fucceeding dill 
New Ages, ^bere this Phantom of an Hour, 
Which courts, each Night, dull Slumber for Repair, 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praile. 
And fly thro' Infinite, and All unlock ; 
And (if deferv'd) by Heav'n's redundant Love, 
Made h^f-adorable itfelf, adore ; 
And find, in Adoration, endlefs Joy ! 
Where Thou, not Mailer of a Moment here^ 
Frail as the How'r, and fleeting as the Gale, 
May'ft boaft a luhole Eternity^ enrich'd 
With All a kind Omnipotence can pour. 
Since Adam fell, no Mortal, un-infpir'd. 
Has ever yet conceived, or ever fhall. 
How Kind is GOD, how Great (if Good) is Man. 
No Man too largely from Heav'n's Love can hope. 
If what is hofdlit labours to fecure. 

His ? — There are none : All-Gracious ! none from Thee j 
From Man full Many I Numerous is the Race 
Of blackeft Ills, and thofe Immortal too, 
Begot by Madnefs on fair Ldberty ; 
HeavVs Daughter, Hell-debauch'd ! Her Hand alone 
Unlocks De(lru£tion to the Sons of Men, 
Faft barr'd hy Thine ^ h^h-wall'd with Adamant, 
Guarded with Terrors reaching to this World, 
And cover'd with the Thunders of Thy Law ; 
Whofe Threats are Mercies^ whofe Injundions, Guides, 
A^iiling^ liot retraining, Reafinh Choice i 

• Referring to the Firft Night# 

M 6 Whofe 
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Whofe Sanations, unanjoidahli Rtfuils 

From Nature's Coorfe, indulgently reveal'd ; 

If unreveal'd, more Dang'rous, nor Icfs Sure, 

Thus, an indulgent Father warns hb Sons, 

" Do This ; Fly That"— nor always tell* the Caufc; 

Pleas'd to reward, as Duty to his Will, 

A Condu6t needful to their pwn Repofe. 

Great God of Wonders ! (if. Thy Love furvey'd, 
Aught elfe the Name of wonderful retains) 
What Rocks are Tbe/e, on which to build our TruH ? 
Thy Ways admit no Blemilh ; none I find ; 
Or This alone — " That none is to he founds 
Not One, to foften Cenfure's hardy Crime^^ 
Not One, to palliate peevilh Griefs Complaint, 
Who, like a Demon, murmVing from the Duft, 
Dares into Judgment call her Judge. — Supreme ! 
' For Ail I blefs Thee ; Moft, for the Severe ; 
• Her Death — my onun at Hand — the fiery Gulph, 
That flaming Bound of Wrath Omnipotent ! 
It thunders j — but it thunders to preferve ; 
It ftrengthens what it ilrikes ; its wholfome Dread 
Averts the dreaded Fain ; its hideous Groans 
Join Heav'n's fweet Hallelujahs in Thy Praife, 
Great Source of Good alone / How Kind in All I 
In Vengeance, Kind! Pain, Death, Gebgnna, SAVE. 

Thus, in Thy World material. Mighty Mind! 
Not that alone y^laiQli/o laces, zx^diftfines. 
The Rough and Gloomy, challenges our Praife. 
The Winter is as needful as the Spring ; 
The Thunder, as the Sun ; a ftagnate Mafs 
Of Vapours breeds a pedilential Air ; 
Nor more propitious the Favonian Breeze 
To Nature's Health, than purifying Storms ; 
The dread Volcano miniftcrs to pood. 
Its fmotherM Flames might undermine the Worl^. 
Loud J^tnas fulmina^ in Love to Man ; 

* L U C I At 
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Cmen good Omens are, when duly fcannM ; 
And, in their Ufe, Ecliffes learn to fliine. 

Man is refponfible for Ills received ; 
Thofe we call wretched are a chofen Band, 
Compcird to refuge in the Rights for Peace. 
Amid my Lift of Bleffings infinite. 
Stand This the foremoft, " "That my Heart has bled:^ 
Tis Heav'n's laft Effort of Good-will to Man ; 
When Pain can't blefs, Heav'n quits us in Defpair. 
Who fails to grieve, when juft Occafion calls. 
Or grieves too much, deferVes hot to be bleft ; 
Inhuman, or Effeminate, his Heart ; 
Reafin abfolves the Grief, which Reafon ends. 
May Heav*n ne'er truft my Friend with Happinefs, 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well. 
By previous Pain ; and made it fafe to /mile ! 
Such Smiles are mine, and fuch may they remain ; 
Nor hazard their Extindion, from Excefs. 
My Chatige of Heart sl Change of Style demands j 
The Consolation cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a Convert of my guilty Song. 

As when o'er-Iabour'd, and incHn'd to breathe, 
A panting Traveller, fome riling Ground, 
Some fmail Afcent, has gain'd, he turns him round. 
And meafures whh his Eye the various Vale, 
The Fields, Woods, Meads, and Rivers he has paft ; 
And, fatiate of his Journey, thinks of Home 
Endear'd by Diftance, nor afFedls more Toil ; 
Thus I, though fmall, indeed, is that Afcent 
The Mufe has gain'd, review the Paths fhe trod ; 
Various, exteniive, beaten but by Few ; 
And, confcioUs of her Prudence in Repofe, 
Paufe } and with Pleafure meditate an End, 
Though ftill remote ; fo fruitful is my Theme. 
Thro' many a Field of Moral, and Divine, 
T^ Mufe has ftray'd ; and much qf Sorrow feea^ 
1ft human Ways ; and much of Fal/e and Fain ; 
Which none, who travel this bad Koad> can mifs. 
Ai. O'er 
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O'er Friends deceat^d full heartily flie wept ; 
Of Love Di'vine tke Wonders fhe difplay'd ; 
Prov'd Man immortal; (hew'd the Source of Joy ; 
The grand Tribunal raised ; adign'd the Bounds 
Of human Grief: In few, to clofe the Whole, 
The moral Mufe has ihadow*d out a Sketch, 
Though not in Form, nor with a RAPHABL-Stroke, 
Of Mofi our Weaknefs needs believe, or do. 
In this our Land of Travel, and of Hope, 
For Peace on Earthy or Profpe^l of the Skies, 

What then remains ?-^Much I much f a mighty Debt 
To be difcharg'd : Thefe Thoughts, O Night ! are 

Thine 5 
From Thee they came, like Lovers fecret Sighs, 
While Others flept. So, CvNtHiA (Poets feign) 
In Shadows veil'd, foft- Aiding from her Sphere, 
Her Shepherd chear'd ; of Her enamoured lefs. 
Than I of Thee. — And art Thou ftill unfung. 
Beneath whofe Brow, and by whoie Aid^ I fiog ? 
Immortal Silence I— — ^Where (hall I begin ? 
Where end ? .Or how deal Mufic from the Spheres, 
To footh their Goddefs ? 

O majeftic Night ! 
}^ature\ great Anceftor \ Day\ Elder-bom ! * 

And fated to furvive the tranfient Sun ! 
By Mortals, and Immortals, feen with Awe ! 
A Harry Crown thy Raven-Brow adorns. 
An azure Zone, thy Waift 5 Clouds, in Heav'n's Loom 
Wrought thro' Varieties of Shape and Shade^ 
In ample Folds of Drapery divine, 
Thy flowing Mantle form, and. Heaven throughout^ 
Voluminoufly pour thy pompous Train. 
Thy gloomy Grandeurs {Nature^s moft auguft, 
Infpiring Afped !) claim a grateful Verfe ; 
And, like a fable Curtain (larr'd with Gold, 
Drawn o'er my Labours paft, fhall dofe die Scene. 

And what, O Man ! fo «wortljy to be fung ? 
WJiat more prepares as for the Songs o( Hear en I 

Cre^ 
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Creation of Archangels is the Theme I 

What, to be fang, iomtt^ulf What fo well 

Celeftial Joys prepares us to fuflain ? 

The Sonl of Man, HIS Face defignM to fee. 

Who gave thefe Wonders to be feen by Man, 

Has here a previous Scene of Objeds great ^ 

On which to dwell ; to firetch to that Expanfe 

Of Thought, to rife to that exalted Height • 

Of Admiration, to contrad that Awe, 

And give her whde Capacities that Strength, 

Which beft may qualify {or final Joy. 

The more our Spirits are inlarg'd on Earthy 

The deeper Draught ihall they receive of Heaven, 

HeavVsKINGI whofc Face unvcil'd confummates 
Blifs ; 
Redundant Blifs ! which fills that mighty Void, 
The whole Creation leaves in human Hearts I 
THOU,, who didft touch the Lip of Jesse's Son, 
Wrapt in fweet Contemplation of thefe Fires, 
And fet his- Harp in Concert with the Spheres! 
While of Thy Works Material the Supreme 
1 dare attempt, aflift my daring Song. 
Loofe me from Earth's Inclofure, from the 5««'s 
ContraSid Circle fet my Heart at large ; 
Eliminate my Spirit, give it Range 
Through Provinces of Thought yet unexplored; 
Teach me, by this ftupendous Scaffolding, 
Creation's golden Steps, to climb to T H E E. 
Teach me with Art great Nature to controul. 
And fpread a Luibre'o'er the Shades of Night. 
Feel I Thy kind Aflent ? And (ball the Sum 
Be feen at Midnight^ rifing in my Song ? 

LoREMzo ! come, and warm thee : Thou, whofe Hearty 
Whofe little Heart, is moor*d within a Nook 
Of this obfcure Terreftrial, Anchor weigh. 
Another Ocean calls, a nobler Port ; 
/am thy Pilot, /thy profpVous Gale. 
Cainfttl thy Voyage through yoA azure Main i 

Main^ 
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Main, without Texnpeft, Pirate, Rock, or Shore; 
And whence thou may'ft import ettmal Wealth ; 
And leave to heggar^d Mind* the Fearl and Gold. 
Thy Travels doft thou boaft o'er foreign Realms ? 
Thou Strangir to the World! thy Tour begin i 
Thy Tour through Naturiz univerfal Orb. 
Ifature delineates her whole Chart at large. 
On foaring Souls, that fail among the Spheres ; 
And Man how purbhnd, if unknown the Whole ! 
Who circles fpadous Earth, Then travels bere^ 
Shall own. He never was from Home before f 
Come, my * Prometheus, from thy pointed Rock 
Of y«^ Ambition if unchain*d, we'll mount ; 
We'll, innocently y Ileal celeftial Fire, 
And kindle our Devotion at the Stars j 
A Theft, that fhall not chain, but fet thee fre^. 

Above our Atmofphere's intedine Wars, 
Rain's Fountain-Head, the Magazine of Hail, 
Above the Northern Nells of feather'd Snows, 
The Brew of Thunders, and the flaming Forge 
That forms the crooked Lightning ; 'bove the Caves 
Where infant Tcmpefts wait their growing Wings, 
And tune their tender Voices to That Roar, 
Which, foon perhaps, fhall fhake a Girilty World i 
Above mifconftru'd Omens of the Sky, 
Far-travell'd Comets calculated Blaze, 
Blance thy Thought, and think of more than Man. 
Thy Soul, till now, contracted, withered, fhrunk. 
Blighted by Blafts of Earths unwholfome Air, 
Will bloflbm here ; fpread all her Faculties 
To thefe bright Ardors ; ev'ry Pow'r unfold. 
And rife into Sublimities of Thought ; 
Stars teach, as well 2L.sJhine. At Nature'*^ Birth, 
7hus, their Commilfion ran — " Be kind to Man.^^ 
Where art thou, poor benighted Traveller ! 
The Stars will light thee ; tho' the Moon fliould fail' 
Where art Thou, more benighted ! more aftray I 

"^ * Night the Eighth. 
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In Ways immoral ? The Start call thee back ; 
And, if obcy'd their Connfel, fet thee right. 



This Profpea vaft, what is it ?— WcighM aright, 

Zis Nature's Syftem of Divinity, 
»d ev'ry Student of the Night infpires. 
Tis elder Scripture, writ by G O D^^ own Hand ; 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by Man. 
Lorenzo ! with my Radius (the rich Gift 
Of Thought nodumal !) I'll point out to thee 
Its various LefTons ; fome that may furprife 
An Un-adept in Myfteries of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, expected in her School, 
Nor thought to grow pn Planet, or on Star. 
Bulls, Lions, Scorpions, Monfters here we feign j 
Ourfelves more monifax)us, not to fee what here 
£xifb indeed; — aXedure to Mankind. 

What read we here /»— Th' Exiftencc of a G OB ?— < 
Yes ; and of other Beings, Man above ; 
Natives of ^ther I Sons of higher Climes ! 
And, what may move Lorenzo's Wonder more. 
Eternity is written in the Skies. 
And whofe Eternity ? — Lorenzo ! mnei 
Mankind's Eternity. Nor Faith alone. 
Virtue grows here ; here fprings the fov'reign Cure 
Of almoft ev'ry Vice ; but chiefly Thine ; 
^rathy Pride f Ambitiony and impure Defire, 

Lorenzo f Thou canfl wake at Midnight too, 
Tho' not on Morals bent : Amlition, Pleafure I 
Thofe Tyrants I for Thee fo ♦ lately fought. 
Afford their harafs'd Slaves but flender Reft. 
Thouy to whom Midnight is immoral Noon, 
And the Sun's noon- tide Blaze, prime Dawn of Day t 
Not by thy Climate, but capricious Crime, 
Commencing one of our Antipodes I 
In thy no£lurnal Rove, one Moment halt, 
'Twixt Stage and Stage, of Riot, and Cabal; ,^ 

• Night the Eighth. ^ 
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And lift thioe Eye (if bold tn Eye to li&i 
If bold to meet the Face of i«f urUI&mn) 
To yonder Stars : For other Ends they ihine. 
Than to light Revellers fi^oin Shame to Shame, 
And^ thus, be made Accomplices in Guilt, 

Why from yon Arch, that Infinite of Space, 
With Infinite of lucid Orbs replete. 
Which fet the living Firmament on Fire, 
At the firft Glance, in fuch an Overwhelm 
Of Wonderful, on Man's aftonifli'd Sight,. 
Rufhes Omnipotence ?— To curb oar Pride; 
Our Rea/on roufe, and lead it to that. Power, 
Whofe Love lets down theie Silver Chatns of Li^i 
To draw up Man*s Jmbiiion to Him/elf^ 
And bind our cbmfif AffeSimi to Hts Throne* 
Thus the Three Vinues, leaft alive on Earth, 
And welcomM on Heaven's Coaft with moil Applanfe, 
Aj^fmhhy Pure, Bni Hfofu^nfy-rnHdai Heait^ 
Are ifere infpirM :— And canil thou gaze too long I 

Nor Aands thy fFrath deprived of its Reproof, 
Or un- upbraided by this radiant Choir. 
The Planets of each Syftem repreieitt 
Kind Neighbours ; mutual Amity prevails ; 
Swef^InlQfchafigeof Rf^s, received, returned; 
Enlightening, aad enlightened ! AU, at once. 
Attracting, ai^d attrafted ! Patnoi-like, 
None fins againft the Welfare of the Whole ; 
But their reciprocal, unfelfiih Aid, 
Affords an Emblem of Millenniai Love. 
Nothing in Nature, much lefs confchus Being, 
Was e'er created folely for Itfelf : 
Thus Man YAsfyv* reign Duty learns in tlua 
Maierial Piftwe of Benevolence. 

And know, of all our fupercilious Race, 
Thou moft inflammable ! Thou Wafp of Men ! 
Man's angry Heart, in/peSjed, would be found 
As rightly let, as are the ftarry Spheres ; 
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Tis Nature^, Stmaure, broke by ihibbom WiU, \ 

Breeds all that uft-ccleftial Difcord there^ \^-^ — 

Wilt thoa not feel the Bias Naiure^^^ ?, 

Canft thou defcend from Converfe with the Skie9, 

And feizc thy Brother's Throat ? — For what — a CloJ^ 

An Inch of Earth ? The Planets cry, " Forbear/' 

They chafe our double Darknefs ; Natuh^s Glpom, 

And (kinder Hill !] our inttlieSiual Night. 

And (ee, Dafs amiable Sifter fends 
Per Invitation, in the fofteft Rays 
Of Biitigated Lu^e ; courts thy Sight, 
Which fufFers from her Tyrant-Brother's Blaze. 
l^igbt grants thee the full Freedom of the Skies^ 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted Eye ; 
With Gain^ and Joy\ ihe bribes tkee to be wife. • 
l^igbt opes the nobleft Scenes, and ihoda aa Awe, 
Which gives thofe venerable Scenes full Weight, 
And deep Reckption, in th' intender'd Heart ; 
While Light peeps thro' the Darknefs, like a Spy ; 
And Darknefs fhews its Grandeur by the Light. 
Nor is the Profit greater than the Joy^ 
If human Hearts at glorious Objeds glow. 
And Admiration can in%ire DeHght. 

What fpeak I more, than I, This Moment, feel^ 
With pleafmg Stupor firft the Soul is ftruck 
(Stupor ordain'd to make her truly Wife I) : 
Then inta Tranfport Ikarting from her Trance, 
With Love, and Admiration, how fhe glows I 
This gorgeous Apparatus ! This Difpky I 
This Oftentation of creative Power I 

This Theatre ! -what Eye can take it in ? 

By what divine Inchantment was it rais'd. 

For Minds of the firft Magnitude to launch 

In endlefs Speculation, and adore } 

One Sun by D^, by Night Ten thou/and (bine ; 

And light us deep into the D E I T Y, 

How boundlefs in Magnificence and Might ? 

what a Confluence of ethereal Fires, 

From 
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From Urns iin-number*d, down the Steep of Heavien^ 

Streams to a Pointy and centres in my Sight I 

Nor tarries there ; I feel it at my Heart. 

My Heart, at once^ it humbles, and exalts ; 

Lays it in Duft, and calls it to the Skies. 

Who fees it, unexalted, and unaw'd ? 

Who fees it, and can flop at what is fcen ? 

Material Offspring of Omnipotence ! 

Inanimate, All-animating Birth f 

Work worthy Him who made it ! Worthy Praifc f 

All Praife I Praife more than human \ nor deny'd 

Thy Praife Divine ! But tho' Man, drown'd in Sleep, 

With-holds his Homage, not alone I wake ; 
Bright Legions fwarm unfeen, and ling, unheard 
By mortal Ear, the glorious Architedt, 
In This His univerfal Temple, hung 
With Luftres, with innumerable Lights, 
That fhed Religion on the Soul ; at once. 
The Temple^ and the Preacher ! O how loud 
It calls Devotion ! genuine Growth of Night ! 

Devotion I Daughter of Aftronomy ! 
An unie'vout Aftronomer is mad. 
True ; All Things fpeak a GOD ; but in the Small, 
Men trace out Him ; in Great, He feizes Man* 
Seizes, and elevates, and raps, and fills 
With new Inquiries, 'mid Affociates new. 
Tell me, ye Stars I ye Planets ! tell me, all 
Ye StarrM, and Planeted, Inhabitants ! What is it ? 
What are thefe Sons of Wonder ? Say, proud Arch ! 
(Within whofe azure Palaces they dwell) 
Buih with Divine Ambition ! in Difdain 
Of Limit built ! built in the Tafte of Heaven f 
Vaft Concave ! Ample Dome I Waft thou defign'd 
A meet Apartment for the DE I T Y ? — 
Not fo ; That Thought alone thy State impairs. 
Thy Lofty iinks, and fhallows thy Profounal 
And ftreightens thy Diffujive ; dwarfs the Whole, 
And makes an Univerfe an Orrery. 
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But when I ^rop mine Eye, and look on Man, 
Thy Right regain'd, thy Grandeur is reftor'd, 
O Nature f wide flies ofF th' expanding Round. 
As when whole Magazines, at once, are £r'd 
The fmitten Air is hoUow'd by the Blow ; 
The vaft Difplotion diflipates the Clouds ; 
Shock'd jEther's Billows dalh the diflant Skies ; 
ThiK (but far more) th' expanding Round flies off. 
And leaves a mighty Void, a fpacious Womb, 
Might teem with new Creation ; re-inflam'd 
Thy Luminaries triumph, and aflume 
Divinity themfelves. Nor was it ftrange. 
Matter high-wrought to fuch furprifmg Pomp, 
Such godlike Glory, ftole the Style of Gods, 
From Ages dark, obtufe, and fteep'd in Sen/e; 
For, fure, to Seni/e, they truly are divine. 
And half-abfolv'd Idolatry from Guilt ; 
Nay, turn'd it into Virtue, Such it was 
In thofe, who put forth all they had of Man 
Unloft, to lift their Thought, nor mounted higher ; 
But, weak of Wing, on Planets perch'd ; and thought 
What was their Higheft, muft be their Ador'd. 

But They how iveak, who could no higher mount ? 
And are there, then, Lorenzo ! Thofe, to whom 
Unfeen, and Unexiflent, are the Same ? 
And if Incomprehenfible is join'd. 
Who dare pronounce it Madnefs, to belie've ? 
Why has the Mighty Builder thrown alide 
All Meafure in His Work j ftretch'd out his Line 
So far, and fpread Amazement o^er the Whole ? 
Then (as He took Delight in wide Extremes), 
Deep in the Bofom of his Univerfe, 
Dropt down that reafoning Mite, that Infeft, Matt^ 
To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the Scene ? — 
That Man might ne'er prefume to plead Amazement 
For Difljelief of Wonders in Himfelf, 
Shall GoD be lefs miraculous, than what 
His Hand has formed \ Shall Myfteries defcend 

From 
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From Un-myfterious ? Things more Elevate, 
Be more fismiliar ? Uncreated lie ' 
More obvioirsthan Created, to the Grafp 
Of human Thought ? The more of Wonderful 
Is heard in ff/m, tii^more we fhould Jinent. 
Could we conceive Hhn^ GOD He could not be; 
Or He not GOD, or «rw could not be Men. 
AGO D alone can comprehend a G O D ; 
Man^s Difiance how immenfe I On/ucb a Theme, 
Know This, Lorenzo ! (feem it ne'er fo ftrangc) 
Nothing CdJifatisJyy but what confounds ; 
Nothing, but what afionijhes, is true. 
The Scene thou feeft attefts the Truth I fing. 
And ev'ry Star fhcds Light upon thy Creed. 
Thefe Stars, this Furniture, this Coft of Heaven, 
If but rtporiedy thou hadft ne'er believ'd 5 
But thine Eye tdls thee, the Romance is true. 
The Grand of Nature is th' Almighty's Oath^ 
In Reafon\ Court, to filence Unbelief, 

How my Mind, op'ning at this Scene, imbibes 
The moral Emanations of the Skies, 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo lefsmdmiresf 
Has the Great Sov'reign fent Ten thoufand Worlds 
To tell us. Hip refides above them All, 
In Gtery's unapproachable Reccfs ? 
And dare Earths bold Inhabitants deny 
The fumptuous, the magnific EmbaflTy 
A Moment's Audience ? Turn we, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would impart 
For Man's Emolument ; fole Caofe diat Hoops 
Their Grandeur to Man's Eye ? Lorewzo ! roufe ; 
Let Thought, awaken'd, take the Lightning's Wing, 
And glance from Eaft to Weft, from -Pole to Pok. 
Whafees, but is confounded, or convinc'd ? 
Renounces Reafon, or a G O D adores ? 
Mankind was fent into the World toy^^ :• 
Sight gives the Science needful to their Peace 5 
That obvious Science zS^sfmall Learning's Aid; 
Wouldil thou on Metaphyfic Ptnk)ns foar ? -* 
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Or wound thy Patience amid Logic Thorns ? 

Or travel HiftoryU enormous Round ? 

^A/lfr^ no fuch hard Ta(k injoins : She gave 

A Make to l/Lm direftivc of his Thou^t ; 

A Make Ibt 4Spright, pointing to the 8iars, 

As who ftiould fay, " Read thy chief Leffon there.'* 

Too late to read this Manufaipt of Heaven, 

When, like a Parchment-Scrott, ihrunk up by Flames, 

It folds LoRENzoVLeiTon from his Sight. 

LefTon how various ! Not the God alone^ 
I fee His Miniprs ; I fee, difFus'd 
In radiant Orders, Eiliences iiibiinie. 
Of Varioiis Offices, of various Plume, 
In hep^v'nly Liveries, diitindlly, clad. 
Azure, Green, Purple, Pearl, or downy Gold, 
Or all commix'd ; they fland, with Wings outfpread^ 
Lifl'ning to catck the Maftec'^ leaft Command, 
And Hy thx!o' Nature, ere the Momeht ends ; 
Numbers innumerable !— Well conceiv'd 
By Pagan, and by Chriftian! O'er e»ch Sph^e 
Prefides an Angel, to dire£l its Coutfe, 
And feed, or fan, its Flames ; or to difcharge 
Other high Trufl unknown. For who can fee 
Such Pohip of Matter, and im^^ine, MW, 
For which alcne inanimate was» made. 
More fparingly difpens'd ? That nobler S<H), 
Far liker the great SIRE !— 'Tis thus the Skies 
Inform us of Saperiorsi numberlcfs. 
As much, in ExceiUnce, above Mankind, 
As above Earthy in Magnitvie, ikat Spheres . 
^hefty as a Cloud of Witnefles, hang o^ us ; 
In a thronged Theatre are all o«r Deed* 5 
Perhaps, a Thoufand Demigods defccnd 

On ev'ry Bcwn we ice, to walk- with Men. 

Awful Refledion ! Strong Reftraint from 111 ? 

Yet, here, our Virtue finds flill ftrongcr Aid 
From thcfe ethereal Glories 5/^5/5' liirveys. 
Something,. like Magic, firikes from this \k%t Vaults 

With 
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With juft Attention is it vicw'd ? Wc feel 
A fudden Succour, un-implor'd, un-thought ; 
Nature hcrfelf does Half the Work of Man, 
Seas, Rivers, Mountains, Forefb, Deferts, Hocks, 
The Promontory's Height, the Depth profound 
Of fubterran^an, excavated Grots, 
Black- brow'd, and vaulted-high, and yawning wide 
From Natures Structure, or the Scoop of Time ; 
If ample of DimenGon, vaftof Size, 
Ev'n T/;e/e an aggrandizing Impulfe give ; 
Of folemn Thought enthufia^c Heights 
Ev'n TJ!?e/e infufe.— But what of Vaft in TJl?e/e F 
Nothing J— or wc^muft own the Skies forgot. 
Much lefs in -^r/.—r Vainer/ / Thou Pygmy-Power! 
How dofl thou fweil, and (Irut, with human Pride, 
To (hew thy Littlenefs I What childifh Toys, 
Thy watry Columns fquirted to the Clouds 1 
Thy bafon'd Rivers,, and imprifoif d Seas ! 
Thy Mountains molded into Forms of Men ! 
Thy Hundred-gated Capilah ! Or Thofe 
Where Three Days Travel left us much to ride j 
Gazing on Miracles by Mortals wrought. 
Arches triumphal. Theatres immenfe. 
Or nodding Gardens pendent in Mid- Air f 
Or Temples proud to meet their Gods Half-way ! 
Yet The/e affedl us in no common Kind. 
What then the Force of fuch fuperior Scenes ? 
Enter a Temple, it will ftrike an Awe : 
What Awe from This the DEITY has built ? 
A Good Man fep'n, tho' filent, Counfel gives ; 
The touch'd Spectator wiihes to be Wife : 
In a bright Mirror His own Hands have made. 
Here we fee Something like the Face of G OD. 
Seems it not then enough^ to fay, Lorenzo ! 
To Man abandon'd, " Haft thouftm the Skies ? " 

And yet, fo thwarted Nature's kind Defign 
By, daring Man, he makes her facred Awe. 
(That Guard from 111) his Shelter, his Temptation 
To more than common Guilt, and quite inverts 
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See Crimes gigantic, ibdking thro' the Gloom 

With Front ereft, that hide their Head by Day, 

And making Night fUU darker by their Deeds. / 

Slumbt'ring in Covert, till the Shades defcend. 

Rapine, and Murder, link'd, now prowl for Prey. 

The Mifer earths his Treafure ; and the Thief, 

Watching the Mole, half-beggars him ere Morn. 

NowP/o/j, 2Xi<ifo\x\.Con/piracies, awake; 

And, muffling up their Horrors from the Moon, 

Havock and Devaftation they prepare. 

And Kingdoms tott'ring in the Field of Blood. 

Now Sons of Riot in Mid-Revel rage. 

Whai^fhall I do ?— fiipprefs it ? or proclaim ?— 

Why }7^/// the Thunder ? Now, Lorenzo! now. 

His beft Friend's Couch the rank Adulterer A. 

Afcends fecure ; and laughs at Gods and Men. 

Prepoft^rous Madmen, void of Fear or Shame, 

Lay their Crimes bare to thefe chafte Eyes of Heaven ; " 

Yet (brink, and (hudder, at a Mortal's Sight. 

Were Moon, and Stars, for Villains only made ? 

To guide f yttfcreen them, with tenebrious Light \ 

No ; they were made to fafhion the Sublime 

Of human Hearts, and atZ/ir make the Wife. 

Thofe Ends were anfwer'd once ; when Mortals liv'4 ' 
Of Stronger Wing, of Aquiline Afcent 
In Theory Sublime. O how unlike 
Thofe Vermin of the Night, this Moment fung. 
Who crawl on Earth, and pn her Venom feed ! 
Thofe antient Sages, Human Stars I They met 
Their Brothers of the ^kies, at Midnigh^f^ou^; 
Their Counfel aflc'd ; and, what they afk'd, ohifd. 
The Stagyrite, and Plato, He who drank 
The poifon'd Bowl, and He of Tufculum, 
With Hitn of Corduba, (immortal Names !) 
Fn thefe Unbounded, and Elyjian, Walks, 
An Area fit for Gods, and Godlike Men, 
Fhcy took their nightly Round, thro' radiant Paths ^ 
By S.rai'hi trod i inftru^ed, chicfldf,^ thus, j. *4 
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To tread in Their bright Footftcps here Below ; 
To walk iir Wonh Ml ^rigl^er than the Skies; 
^bere^ they con(ra6^ed their Contempt of EaHb ; 
Of Hopes eternal kindled^ There^ the Fire 5 
nere^ as in near Approach, they glow'd, and grew 
(Great Viiitants f ) more intknate with G O D, 
More worth to Men^ more joyous to Tbemftlves. 
Thro' 'various Virtues, they, with Ardor, ran 
The Zodiac of their learnM, illuftrious Lives. 

In Cbriftian Hearts, O for a T^gan Zeal I 
A needful, but ofprcbricus Pray'r I As mucli 
Our Jrdor Lcfs, as Greater is our Ligiif* 
How monftrons This in Morals ! Scarce more ftrangp 
Would this Pb^nomtnon in Nature ftrike, 
A Sun, that froze us, or a Star, that warm'd. 

What taught thefe Heroes of the Moral World ?• 
To Tiiefe thou giv'ft thy Praife, give Credii too. 
Thefe Dottors ne'er were penfion'd to deceive thee 1 
And Pagan Tutors are thy Tafte.^r-They taught, 
^bat. Narrow Views betray to Mifery : 
^bat. Wife it is to comprehend the Whole : 
Tbat, Virtue rofe from Nature, ponder'd well> 
The fingle Bafe of Virtue built to Heaven : 
fhaty GOD, and feature, our Attention claim : 
^bat. Nature is the Glafs refleaing GOD, 
As, by the Sea, refleaed is the Sun, 
Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his Sphere : 
Ibat, Mind immortal, loves immortal Aims : 
^batf boundle/s Mind affeHs a boundl eft Space : 
Tbatf Vaft Surteys, and the Sublime of Things, 
The Soul aifimilate, and make her Great : 
7bat, therefore, Heav'n her Glories, as a Fund 
Of Infpintion, thus fpreads out to Man. 
Sucb are their Dodrines f Sucb the Nigbt infpir'd. 

And what more true ? What Truth of greater Weight? 
The Sdul of Man was made toifvalk the Jjkicsj • ' 
-^pelightful Outlet «f her Prifon Hgr^ ! 
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Thirty difincumber'd from her Chains, the Tiet 
Of Toys tcrreftrial, fhe can rove at hq-gc 5 
There, freely can rcfpire, dilate, exteno. 
In full Proportion let loofe all her Powers | 
And, undeluded, grafp at fomething Great. 
Nor, as a Stranger, does (he wandw There 1 
But, wonderful Herfelf, thro' Wonder flrays ; 
Contemplating their Grandeur, £nds her 9wn % 
Dives deep in their Oeconomy divine. 
Sits high in Judgment on their various Laws, 
And, like a Mafter, judges not amifs. 
Hence greatly pleas'd, and jufUy proud, the Sottl 
Grows confcious nf her Birth celeflial ; breathes 
More. Life, more Vigour, in her native Air; 
And feels herfelf ^z home among the Stars ; 
And, feeling, emulates her Country's Praife, 

What call we, then, the Firmament, Lorbnzo ?-^ 
As Earth the Body, fmce, the ^kies fuflain 
The Soul with FOod, that gives immortal Life, 
Call it. The noble Pallure.of the Mitid ; 
Which there expatiates, ftrengthens, and exults. 
And riots thro' the Luxuries of Thought. 
Call it. The Garden of the DEITY, 
BlofTom'd with Stars, redundant in the Growth 
Of Fruit ambrofial ; moral Fruit to Man. 
Call it. The Breaft-plate of the true High-Prieft, 
Ardent with Gems oracular, that give, - 

In Pointe of higheft Moment, right Refponfe ; 
And ill-negle^ed, if we prize our Peace. 

Thus, have we found a true Aftrology j 
Thus, have wc found a new, and noble Senfe, 
In which alone Stars govern human Fates. 
O that the Stars (as fome have feign'd) let fall 
Bloodfhed, and. Havock, on embattled Realms, 
And refcu'd Monarchs from fo black a Guilt I 
Bditiibon ! this Wifh how genVous in a Foe ! 
Wj^^ft'thou be Great, wouldil thou become a God, 
Mt thy 4cathl€ft Name among the Stars, 

N 2 > For. 
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itm r*r cbNsoLATioi^jw, 

For mighty Conqueib on a Needle's Point ? 
InHead of forging Chains for Foreigners,' 
Baftili thy ^utor : Grandeur All thy Aim ? 
As yet tliou krtow'ft not what it is : How Great, 
How Glorious, then, appears the A//W of Man, 
When in it All the Stars, and Planets, roll ! 
And what k/erms, it is: Great Objeds make 
Great Minds, enlarging as their Views enlarge ; 
no/e Hill more Godlike, as TJhe/e more Divine. 

And more divine than The/e, thou canft not fee. 
Dazled,J o'erpowcr'd, with the delicious Draught 
Of mifcelbneous Splendors, how I reek 
lurom Thought to Thought, inebriate, without End! 
An Eden, This I a Paradise uftUyi f 
I meet the DEITY in ev'ry View, 
And tremble at my Nakednefs before Him I 
O ihaCt I could but reach the Tree of Life I 
For Here it grows, unguarded from our Taile ; 
No Fiaming'Snjuord denies our Entrance Here ; 
Would Man but. gather, he might H'vefor ever. 

Lorenzo J much oi Moral haft thou feen. 
Of curious Arts art thou more fond ? Then mark . 
Thie Mathematic Glories of the Skies, 
In* Number, Weight, and Meafure, All ordain'd. 
Lore N z q's boafted Builders, Chance, and Fate, 
Are left to finifh his aereal Towers ; 
Wi/dom, aijd Chwce, their well-known Charaders 
Here deep-imprefs ; and claim it for their Own. 
Tho' fplendid All, no Splendor void of Ufe ; 
Vfe rivals Beauty ; Art contends with Po^er ; 
No wanton -Wafte, amid efFufe Expencc ; , 
The Great Oeconomist adjufting All 
To prudent Pomp, magnificently Wife. 
How rich the Profped ! and for ever new ! 
And mivcji to the Man that views it mof ; 
For Newer ftiil in Infinite fucceeds. - -t, 

Thqn, Thefc aereal Racers, O how fwift ! ';h 

Jiovv the Shaft Mtinjrom the ftrongeft String ! 
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spirit Alone can diftance the Career. 

Orb above Orb afcending without End f 

Circle in Circle, without End, inclos'd ! 

Wheel within Wheel ; EzekielI like to Thine! 

Like Thine, it feems a Vifion, or a Dream ; 

Tho'y^^v, we labour to believe it true ! 

What Involution ! What Extent ! What Swarms 

Of Worlds, that laugh at Earth ! immenfely Great f 

Immenfely dillant from each other's Spheres f 

What then, the wondVous Space thro' which they roll? 

At once it quite ingulphs all human Thought i 

'Tis Comprehenfion's abfolute Defeat. 

Nor think thpu fceft a wild Diforder here ; 
Thro' this illuftrious Chaos to the Sight, 
Arrangement neat,* and chaftefl Order, reigo. 
The Path prcfcribM, inviolably kept. 
Upbraids the la wlefs Sallies of Mankind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; 
What Knots are ty'd ! How foon are they difTplv'd^ 
And fet the feeming marry 'd Planets free ! 
They rove for ever, without Error rove ; 
Confuiibn unconfus'd I Nor lefs admire 
This Tumult untumultuous ; All on Wing f 
la Motion, All! yet what profound Repofe ! -^ 

What fervid Aftion, yet no Noife ! as aw'd 
To Silencoy by the Prefencaof their I»ORD ; 
Or hufh'd, by His Command, in Love to Mai^ 
And bid let fall fofc Beams on human Refl:, 
Rcftlefs themfelves. On yon coerulean Plain, 
In Exultation to l^hcir GOD, and ^bine^ 
They dance, they fmg eternal Jubilee, 
Eternal Celebration of ///j Praife. 

But, fince their Song arrives not at our Ear, ' '' 

Their Dance perplex'd exhibits to the Sight 3 ^\» 

Fair Hieroglyphic of H/x peerlefs Power. < j^ l^. 

Mark, how the Lahyrinthian Turns they take, - :" ^* 
The Circles intricate, and myftic Maze, 
Weave the grand Cypher of Omnipotence \ ^ 

To Gods^ how Great ! how Legible to Mati / 
., rr. H'x ' 
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Leaves fo mach Wonder greater Wonder ftill ? 
Where arc the Pillars that fupport the Skies ? 
What More- than Atlantean Shoulder props 
Th' incumbent Load ? What Magic, what ilrange Art^ 
In fluid Air thefe pond'rous Orbs fuftains ? 
Who Y^ouM not think them hung in golden Chains ?— 
And f6 they are ; in the high Will of Heaven, 
Which fixes All ; makes Adainant of Air, 
Or Alt' of Adamant j makes All of Nou^, 
Or Nought of All ; )i fuch the dread Decree, 

Imagine from their deqp Foundations torn 
The moft gigantic Sons of Earth, the bro^d - 
And towVing AlfSy all toft into the Sea ; 
And, light asDown, or volatile as Air, 
Their Bulks enonrvoua dancing on the WavcSj, 
In Time, and Meafure, exquHite; while aH 
The Wipds, in Emulation of the Spheres, 
Tune their fonorous Inftruments aloft ; 
The Concert fwell, and afnimate the Ball. 
Wculd this appear amazing ? What, then, WorHt, 
Jn a far thinner Element fuftamM, 
And adting the fame Part, with greater Skilf, 
More rapid Movement, and ^Kst noWeft JE^i/j ^ 

More obnnous Enftr to pafs*, are not thefe Staj* 
The Seats Majeftie, proud imperial Thrones, 
On which angelic Delegates' of Heaven, 
At certain Periods, as the StyVREicifnod^, 
Difcharge high TH-nfts t)f VengtMC^^ or of Lo'Ot ; 
To clSathc, in outward Grandeur, Grand D^ftgn, 
And A£ts moft Solemn flil! mofe" fdethM^e? 

Ye Citizens CfF Air f what ardent Thanks, 
What full Effufion of the grateful Heart, 
Is due from Man indttlgM hr fuch a Sight ! 
A Sight fo noble ! and a Sight fo kind f 
It drops »^«t; Truths at t.^''xy ne^ Slirvey ? 
feels not Lorenzo Something ftir within. 
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That fweeps away all Period i As Thefc Spheres 
Meafure Duration, they no lefs infpire 
The Godlike Hope of Ages without End. 
The boundlefs ^ace, thro' which thcfe Rovers take 
Their reftlefs Roam, fuggefts the Sifter-Thought 
Of boundlefs Time. Thus, by kind iV^/wrA Skilly 
To Man un-laboorM, that important Gae(l> 
Eternity, finds Entrance at the Sight: 
And an Eternity, for Man ordiutkMi 
Or Thefe his d§ftin'd Midnight Counfellors, 
The Starsy had Beyer whilper'd i( to Man. 
Naturb infoj-ms^ bit ne'er infults, her Sotts, 
CouU fhe then kindle the mod ardent Wi(h 
To di/appoint it ? — ^Tkat is Blafphemy. 
Thas, of thy Creed a Second Article, 
Momentous, as th' Bxiilesce of a GOD, 
Is found (as I conceive) wh«re rarely fought; 
And thou aiay'ft read thy S^Miimmrta/, Hcffc. 
* 
Here, then, Loaenzo! on theieOloriet dwells 

Nor want the gilt, illuminated. Roof, 

That calls the wretched G^ty to dark Delights. 

Ajfemhlees ? — ^Th^s is one divinely bright ; 

Uere, un-endang^'d in Health, Wealthy or Fame>^ 

Range thro* the faireft, and die Soltan icova. . 

Be; wife as Thcftt^ no Cnfctnt holds fo fair, 

As That, 5vhkh on his Turbant awes a World i 

And thinks the Mom is proud to copy Him. 

Look on her, and gain more than Worlds can giye^^ 

A Mind fuperior to the Charms of Pawetm 

Thou muffled in Deluitons of this Life K 

Can yonder Moon turn Ocean in his Bed, 

From Side to Side, iki conftsmt Bbb^ and FloWf 

And pujrify from Stench his vwtry Realms ? 

And falls her moral Influence ? Wants ihe Power 

To turn Lorenzo's ftubbom Tide of Thoug^U 

From ftagnating on Earth's infefted Shore, 

And purge from Nuifme his corrupted Heart ? 

Fails her Attradion when it draws^ to Heaven ? 

t^Iay, mi to what tlpiu valu'ft more, Eartb'^ Joy ? 

^. N 4 Minds 
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Minds elevate, and panting for IJpfeen^ 
J^nd defecate from Senfc^ alone obtain 
Full Relifh of Exiilence un-deflower^d. 
The Ufe 6f Life, the Zeft of worldly Blifs. 
All elfe on Earth amounts — to what ? To T^his: 
*• Bad40 he Suffered i Blessings to bel^:" 
Earth's richeft inventory boafts no more. 

Of higher Scenes be, then, the Call obey'd. 
O let me gaze I — Of Gazing there's no Bad. 
O let me think I — Thought too is wild^'d here i 
In Mid -way Flight Imagination tires f 
Yet foon re-pranes her Wing to foar anew. 
Her Point unable to forbear, or gain ; 
So ^reat the Pleafure, fo profound the Flan f 
A Banquet, This, where Men, and Angels, meet. 
Eat the {zme'Manna, mingle Earth, and Hearen. 
How diftant fome of thefe nodumal Suns ! : * 
So diftant (fays the Sage), *twere not abfupd 
To doubt, it Beams, fet out at Nature^ Birth, 
Are yet arfiv'd at this fo foreign World ; 
The' nothing half fo rapid as their Flight. 
An Eye of Awe and Wonder let me roll. 
And ToiXfor enter : Who can fatiate Sight 
In/uch a Scene ? in fuch an Ocean wide 
Of deep Aftoniftiment ? Where Depth, fieight, Breadth, 
ATt loft in their Extremes ; and where to count 
The thick- fown Glories in this Field of Fire, 
Perhaps u^^r^y/y^'s Computation fails. 
Now, go. Ambition f boaft thy boundlcfs Might 
In Conqueft, o'er the Tenth Part of a Grain. 

And yefcLoREN!&o tails for Miracle.*, 
To give his tott'ring Faith a folid Bafe. 
Why can ibr Lefs than is already thine ? 
Thou art tfio Novice ia Theology ; 
What is a Miracle F — ^'Tis a Reproach^ 
'Tis an implicit Satire, on Mankind ; 
And while ity«//.[/f^/, it ff«/«r^/ too. 
To CoinmQn-Senfe, GresLtNature^s-^ontfcfvochim, 
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A DEITY : When Mankind falls aikep, 

A Miracle is fent, as an Alarms ^ . ' 

To wake the World, and prove Him o'er again, * 

By recen/ Ar^ment, hut not move Jlrong. * 

Say, Which imports more Plenitude of Power, 

Or Nature's Laws to jJy, or to rf;^W/* 

To Mtaike a Sun, or /op hts Mid-Career ? 

To countermand his Orders, and fend back 

The flaming Courier to the frighted Ea/^ ' 

Warm'd, and iftonifli'd, at his Ev'ning Ray ? 

Or bid the Moon, as with her Journey tir'd. 

In JJalon's foft, flow'ry Vale repofe ? 

Great Things are Thefe ; ftill Greater, to create. "^ 

From Adam's Bow'r look down thro' the whole Traill 

Of IVf iracles ; — Refiftlefs is their Power ? ; 

They do not, can not,, more amaze the Mind, 

Than This, c^/Z'^un-miraculous Survey, 

If duly wcigh'd, if rationally feen. 

If feen with human Eyes. The BrutCy indeed. 

Sees nought hut Spangles here ; the Fool, no more. 

Say'ft thou, " The Courfe of Nature governs All ?'* 

The Courfe oi Nature is the Art of GOD, 

The Miracles thou call'ft for, This atteft ; 

For fay; Could Nature Nature^s Courfe controul ? 

But, Miracles apart, who fees HIM not, 
Nature^s ConTKovhERy Author, Guide, and End B 
Who turns his Eye on Nature's Midnight- Face, 
But muft inquire — " What Hand behind the Scene, 
" What Arm Almighty, put thefe wheeling Globes 
" In Motion, and wound up the vaft Machine ? 
" Who roiinded in his Palm thefe fpacious Qrbs ? 
'* Who bowl'd them flaming thro' the dark Profound^ 
" Num'fous as glitt'ring Gems of MorningrDew, 
" Or Sparks from populous Cities in a Blaze, 
",And*fct the Bofora of Old Night on Fire ? 
" Peopled her Defert, and made Horror /z«//p7*" 
Or, if tlie Military Stile delights thee, 
(For Stars have fought their Battles, leagu'd with Man)t 
." Who marftials this bri^t Hoft ? Enrolls their Names ? : 
iuh ^ S " Appoints 
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*' Appoints their Poftf^ tbdr Mardies^ tnd Reto^^ 
«* Punaual, at ftated Periods } Who difbaiid^ 
•' Thcfe Vet'ran Troops, their fiiud Dcty done, 
^ If e*cr difhanded ?"— HE, whofc potent Woftd, 
Like the load Trumpet, levyM firft their Powers 

Jn Nighth inglorious Etflpire, wherd tiief £b^ 
n B^s of Ihu-knds ; ardi'd them widr fierce Fkntet^ 
Arranged, andJifeiii^'d, and d^nth^dinf Golds 
And call'd them out of Ci;aoT to the Fiekl, 
Where now £hey war with^« andUnhe/ie/, 
O let us join This Army \ Joimog Thefe, * 

Will give us Hearts intrepid, at That Hour, 
When brigbtir Flames ftiall cut a darker Night ; 
When thefe (bong Demonftnttions of a GOD 
ShaH hide their Heads, or tumble from their Spherei^ 
And One eternal Curtain cover All I 

Struck at that Thought, as new-awakM, I lift 
A more enlightened Eye, and read the Ststt^ 
To Man fHIl more propitious ; and their Aid 
(Tho' gmklefs of Idolatry) implore ; 
Nor longer rob them of their nobleft Name. 
O ye Dividers of mf 7ime ! Ye bright 
Accomptants of my Days, and Months, and Years, 
In your fair Kalendar diftindly mark'd \ 
Since that authentic, radiant Regifter, 
Tho* Man infpe6ls it not, flands good againft him ; 
Since Touy and Years, roll on, tho' Man ^nds ftill ; 
Teach me my Days to number, and apply * 
Wy trembling Heart to Wifdom ; now beyond 
All Shadows of Excufe for fooling on. 
Jge fmooths our Path to Prudence ^ fweeps afide 
The.Snares, keen Afpetite^ and Paffion^ fpread 
To catch ftray Souls ; and. Woe to That grey Head, 
Whofc Folly would undo, what Age heis done ! 
Aid, then, aid, All ye Stars f— Much rather, 'WIOU^ 
Great A RTI ST 1 Thou, wbofe Finger fet aright 
This cxquiiite Machine, with all its Wheels^ , 
Tho* interrolv'd, exaft ; and pointing out 
Ijiie*s rapid^ and irrevocable FUghtj 
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'With fttch an IndeK fatr, as none can mifs, 

Who lifts gn Eye, lior flcepe till it is clos*d. 

Open mine Eye, Dread DE IT Y ! to read 

The tacit Dodtrine of thy Works^; to fee 

Tlungs as they are^ un-alterM thro' die Glaik 

Of worldly Wiibes. TVVw/, Ettrnity ! 

('Tis Thefe, aiif-meafaT'd, ruin all Mankind) 

Set them before me ; let me lay them Both 

In equal Scale^ ahd learn their various Weij^tV 

Let fame a|qpear a Monunt^ as it // ; 

And kt Eternity 9 full Orb, at once, . 

Turn on my Sou], and (hike it into Heaven. 

When fhall I fee £ur more than chaons me Now^ 

Gaze on Creation's Model in Tfy Breaft 

Unveil'd, nor wonder at die Tranfcript more ? 

When» This vile, foreign, Ddt; which fmothcrs All/ 

That travel EartPs deep Vale, (hall I ihake off i 

When fhall my Soul her Incamadon quit. 

And, re-adopted to Thy bleft Embrace, 

Obtain her Apotheofts in T H E E ? 

Dofl think, Lorenzo ! this is wandVing wide ^ 
No, 'tis diredly flriking at the Mark ; 
To ^ake thy dead Denntim • was my Point ; 
And how I blefs Night^z confecrating^ Shades, 
Which to a temple turn an Vnpwrjt \ 
Fill us with great Ideas, full of Heaven, 
And anddote die peftilendal Earth ! 
In cvVy Storm, that either frowns, or falls. 
What an Afylum has the Soul in Prayer! 
And what a Fane is Tbif^ in which to pray ! 
And what a G O D muft dwdl in fuch a Fane^ 
O what a Gemns muft inform the Skies ! 
And is LoRBNzo's Salamander-Heart 
Cold, and untouched, amid thefe facred Fires ? 
O ye nedumal Sparks I Ye glowing Embers, 
On Heav'n's broad Hearth ! Who bum, or burn no mor^ 
Who blaze,' or die, as Great J EH O V A H's Breath 

• PagQ 256, 
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Or blows you, or forbears ; affift my Song ; 
Pour your whole Influence ; exorcize his Heart, 
So long poiTefl ^ and bring him back to Man, 

And is Lorenzo a Demurrer ft J/J? 
Tride in thy Parts provokes thee to contefl 
truths, which, conteiled, put thy Parts to Shame, 
i^or ihame they more Lorenzo's Head, than Heart ; 
Kfaitbhfs Heart, how dcfpicably Small f 
Too Streight, aught Great, or Gcn'rouSj to receive ! 
Fiird with an Atom ! fUPd, and Toul'd, with ^tifl 
And Self miftaken ! Self, that lafb an Hour ! 
JnftinBs toAPaffions^ of the nobler Kind, 
Lie fuffocated There ; or They alone, 
Rea/on^ apart, would wake high Hope ; and open. 
To rayifti'd Thought, that IntelUSlual Sphere, 
where Order y Wifdom^ Goodnefs^ Prckjtdence^ 
Their endlefs Mi^'acles of Love difplay, 
Andpromife All t)ie truly Great defire. 
The Mind that would be happy, muft be great i 
Great, in its Wijbes j Great, in its Surv^. 
Extended .Views a harrow Mind extend ; 
Pufh out its corrugate, expanfive Make, 
Which, ere-lqng, tnore than Planets fhall embrace* 
A Man of Coippafi makes a Man of Worth \ 
Di'vine contemplate, and become Divine^ 

As Man was made for Glory, and for Blifs, 
AH Littlenefs is in Approach to Woe ; 
Open thy Bofom, fet thy Wiihes wide, 
And let in Manhood; let in Happine/j; 
Admit the boundlefs Theatre of Thought 
From Nothing, up to G O D j which makes a Man. 
Take GOD from Nature^ nothing Great is left ; 
Man's Mind is in a Pit, and nothing fees ; 
Man's Heart is in a Jakes, and loves the Mire^ ' 

Igsnerge from thy Profound ; eredl thine Eye ; 
See tliy Diftrefs I. Haw dofe art thou befieg'd i . ^' 

Befieg'd by Nature, the proud Sceptic's Foe ! 
Jnclos'd by thefe ionumerable WwWs^. ' • 

% . Sparkling 
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sparkling *Convi6lion on the darkeft Mind, 

As in a golden Net of Providence, 

iidw art tlK)a c^ug^t, fee Captive of Belief ! 

From this thy bleft Captivity, what Art, 

What Blafphemy to Reafon, fets thee irtt. \ 

This Scene is Hcav'n's indulgent Violence : 

Canft thou bear up againft this Tide of Glory ? 

What is Earth bofom'd in thefe ambient Orbs, 

Bat, Faith in G OP impos'd, and prefs'd on Man \ 

Dar'il thou ftill litigate thy defp'rate Caufe^ 

Spite of thefe niimVous, awfulj Witneffes^ 

And doubt the Depofition of the Skies ? " 

jxow laborious is thy Way to Ruin f 

Laborious? 'Tis tmfraHicahle quite; 
To fink beyond a Doubts in this Debate, 
With all his Weight of Wifdom, and of Will, 
And Crime flagitious, I defy a Fool. 
Some wi(h they Mdi but no Man difielicues. 
G O D is a Sfirit ; S^rit cannot ftrike 
Thefe grofs, inaterial Organs ; G OD by Man 
As much is feen, as Man a G O D can fee. 
In thefe allonifhing Exploits of Power. 
What Order, Beauty, Motion, Diftance, Size! 
Confertion of Defign, how exquifite ! 
How complicate, in their divine Police I 
Apt Means ! Great Ends ! Confent to gea'ral Good !— < 
Each Attribute of thefe material Gods, 
So Icmg (and that with fpecious Pleas) ador'd, 
A fepVate Conqueft gains o'er Rebel Thought ; 
And leads in Triumph the whole Mind of Man. 

Lorenzo f This may feem Harangue to Thee^ 
Such All is apt to feem, that thwarts our Will. 
And doft thou, then, demand a yS'/iv//^ Proof 
Of this g^:eat Mafter-Moral of the Skies, 
Unlkiird, or dif-inclin'd, to read it there ? 
Since 'tis the Bafi^, and All drops without it, 
T^ke it, in One compact, unbroken Chain, 
^uch Proof infifts on an attentive Ear; 
**...' ' " 'Twill 
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*Twill not make One amid a Md> of Thoof^ 
And, for thy Notice^ ftrnggk with the' World. 

Jietire ; The IVorld ihut out ;••— Thjr Thoughts call 

Home;—. 
Imagination'^ aiiy Wing rcprefs ^— 
Lock up thy Smfes j— Let no Paffion ftir ^«« 
Wake all td Riajhn ^^ Let her rdgn alooe ;r— 
Then, in thy SouPs deep Silence, aad the Dq>th 
Of Nature's Silence, Midnight, thus inqmr^. 
As / have done 2 and (hall inquire no more. 
In Nature*s Chapel, dios the (^ilions run. 

" What am I ? and from WbmceF-^l nothing kiMir« 
** But that I am ; and, fmce I am^ conclude 
•• Something Eternal: Had there e'ef been Nomgbt^ 
•* Nought ftill had been : Eternal there mmft be.— 
«* But JVhaf Eternal ?— Why not Ihamn Race f 
** And Adam's Anceftors without an End ?— 
** That's hard ta be conceived ; fince ev'iy Link 
<* Of that longchain'd Succeffion is fo frail ; 
«* Can ev'ry Part dtptnd, and nit the WhoU f 
<* Yet grant it True I ww Difiiculties rife ; 
«' Vm 3ill quite out at Sea ; nor fee the Shore. 
•* Whence.£tf r/i^, and thcfe bright Orbs f ^Eternal too ?— 
<< Grant Mattsr was Eternal ; ftill thefe Orbs 
** Would want fonie Other Father ; — ^Mudi Defig^ 
*' U feen in all their Motions,, adl their Makes ; 
** Defign implies Intelligence y and Jrt : 
•* That can't ht from Tbemfel'oes — or Man ; Thmt Art 
'< Man fcarce can comprehend, could Man beflow ? 
** And nothing Greater, yet aUow'd, than Man, — 
«* Who, Motion^ foreign to thjB fmalleft Grain, 
•* Shot thro' vail Maffcs of enormota Weight? 
** Who bid. brute Matter^ refttve Lump afl'ttme 
'* Such various Forms, and gave it Wings to fly? 
'* Has Matter innate Motion ? Then each Atom^ 
« Aflerting its indifptttable Right 
'* To dance, .would form an Univerfe of Duft: 
'* Has Matter none ? Then whence thefe glorious Forme, 
'' And boundleiis Flights^, fron ^i&42/^, miB^s'il 
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^ Has Matter more than Motion ? Has it Thought, 

« Judgment, anvl Gcftius ? Is it deeply leam'd 

" In Matbimatics ? Hm it frsaa'd/iicJb Laws, 

'* Whicki hvLtUygtu/sy a Newton made immof tal ?*^ 

" If fo, how eftchy2?^ Atom kughs at me, 

" Who think a CW inferior to a Manil 

'* U Alt, to form ; and Codnfel, to condufi ; 

" And That with greater far, dian Human Skill, 

'' Refldes not in each Block ;— a GODHEAD re!gns.-«» 

** Grant, then, Invifible, Eternal, MIND; 

** 7bat glanted. All is fohr'd.— But, granting That, 

" Draw I not .o'er me a ilill darker Cloud ? 

'' Grant I not That which I can ne'er conceive ? 

" A Being without Origin, or End f«- 

*• Hail, Human Liberty ! There is no GOD — 

•* Yet, Why ? On either Scheme that Knot fubftfts 5 

" Subfift it mufi, in GOD, or Huptan Race ; 

** If in the Laft, how many Knots befide, 

" lAdiffoluble- All ?— Why chufc it T.^^^ 

** Where, chofen, flill fubfift Ten ihoufand more I 

*' Rejc^ it, where, Tbat chofen, all the Reft 

** DifpersM, leave i^/?/&«'8 whole Horizon clear ? 

** This is not Reafon's Di^te ; Reafin fays, 

" Clofe with the Side where One Grain turns the Scale ; 

" What vaft Preponderance is Here ! Can Reafon 

" With louder Voice exclaim— JJ^AVvf a G OD ? 

** And Rea/on heard, is the fole Mark of Man. 

" What Things Impoffible muft Man think True, 

** On any other Syftem ! And how ftrahgc 

•* To Dtjbelieve, through mere Credulity !'' 

If, in this Chain, Lorenzo finds no Flaw, 
Let it for ever bind him to Belief. 
And where the Link, in which a Flaw he finds? — 
And, if a G OD there is, that GOD how Great ! 
How Great that Pow'r, whofe providemial Care 
Thro' thftfe bright OrbJ dark Centres darts a Ray I 
Of Nature univerfal threads the Whole f 
And hangs Creation, like a precious Gem, 
Tho' Little^ «n the FoQ^ool of HisThrone I 

That 
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That Little Gem, how Large f A Weight let fall 
From a fixt Star, in Ages can it reach 
This diftant £^r/i& /* Say, then, Lorenzo! whew, 
Where, ends this mighty Building ? Where, begia ' 
The Suburbs of C^ation ? Where, the Wall 
Whofe Battlements look o'er into the Vale ' 

Of Non-Exiftence ? Nothino*s llrange Abode I 
8i^, at what Point of Space JEHOVAH dropped 
His flacken'd Li/te^ and laid His Balance by ; 
Weigh'd Worlds^ and meafur'd Infinite^ no more? 
Where, rears His terminating Pillar high 
Its extra-mundane Head ? and fays, to Gods, 
Tn Charadlers illuflrious as the Sun, 

I fiandy the Plan"*! proud Period I If renounce 

^btWork accomflifo''d\ the Creation cios'd : 

Shout, all ye Gods ! norjhout, ye Gods alone ; 

Of all that li«ves, or, if de^void of Life, 

7 hat refs, or rolls, ye Heights, and Depths, refound! 

Refound! refound ! ye Depths, and Heights, refound! 

Hard are thofe Queftions ?— Anfwcr harder ftill. 
Is This the Sole Exploit, the Single Birth, 
The Solitary Son, of PowV Divine ? 
Or has th' Almighty FATHER, with a Breath, 
Impregnated the Womb of diftant Space F 
Has He not bid, in various Provinces, 
Brother- Creations the dark Bowels burft 
Of Night primaeval ; barren, now, no more ? 
And He the central Sun, tranfpiercing all 
Thofe Giant-Generations, which difport, . 
And dance, as Motes; in His Meridian Ray ; 
That Ray withdrawn. Benighted, or Abforb'd, 
In that-:^^^ of Horror, whence they fprung ; 
While Chaos triumphs, repoffeft of All 
Rival Crhation ravifti'd from his Throne ? 
Chaos 1 oi Nature ho\h the Womb, and Grave ! 

Think'ft thou, my Scheme, Lo renzo, fprcads too Wi^^ 
Is This extravagant F'-^-^o ; This isjufi j - , 
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Juft, in ConjeSfure, tho' 'twere falfe in Fa£i. 
M 'tis an Error, 'tis an Error fprung 
From noble Root, High Thought of the M O S T-H I G H. 
But wherefore Error ? Who can prove it Such ?— 
He that can fee Omnipotence a Bound. 
Can Man concet've beyond what God can do? 
Nothing, but ^ite-lmpoj/ibley is Hard, 
. He fummons into Being, with like Eafe, 
A Whole Creation^ and a fingle Grain, 
Speaks He the Word ? a Thoufand Worlds are bornf-*- 
A Thoufand Worlds ? There's Space for Millions more; 
And in what Space can his great Fiat fail ? 
Condemn me not, cold Critic ! but indulge 
The yj?ixm Imagination : Why condemn ? 
Why not indulge Such Thoughtsi as fwcll our Hearts 
With fuller Admiration of TSat Po^er^ 
Who gives <lur Hearts with fuch high Thoughts to fwcll ? - 
Why not indulge in His augmented Praife ? 
Darts not His Glory a dill brighter Ray, 
The lefs^s hft to CJI^aos, and the Realms 
Of hideouft Nighty where Fancy ftrays aghaft 1 
And, the' moft talkati've^ makes no Report ? 

Still fecms my Thought enormous ? Think again ;-^ 
Experience 'Self fhall aid thy lame Belief. 
Olajfu {that Revelation to the Sight !} 
Have they not led us deep in the Difclofe 
Of fine-fpun Nature^ exquifitely Small ; 
And, tho" demonj^rated^ ^\\\ ill-concei'v'd ? 
If, thetf; on the Reverfe, the Mind would mount 
In Magnitude, what Mind can mount too far. 
To keep the Balance, and Creation poife ? 
DefeSl alone can err on fuch a Theme j 
What is too Great, if we %\i^ Caufe furvey ? 
Stupendous ARCHITECT! Thgi/, Thou art All! 
My Soul flies up and dawrt in ^Thoughts of Thee, 
And finds htrfelf but at the Centre ftill I 
I A M, Thy Name ! Exiftevce^ all ^hine enx^n ! 
Creation's Nothing ; flatter'd much, if ftyl'd ' 

* The thifiy the'ficting Atm^fpher^ of GO Z>." - 

:. o 
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O for the Voice— of What ? of Whom ?— What Voice 
Can anfwer to my Wants, in/uch Afccnt, 
As dares to deem One Univcrfe too finall ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo ! (for now Fafuy glows, 
Fir'd in the Vortex of Almighty Power) 
Is not this Home Creation, in the Map 
Of univei-fal Nature^ as a Speck, 
Like fair Britannia in our lictk Ball ; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its Size, 
But, elfewhcre, far out-meafur'd, far outihone ? 
In Fancy (for the Fa^ beyond us lies) ^ 

Canfl thou not figure it, an Ifitt almoft 
Too fmall for Notice, in the Faft of Being ; 
Severed by mighty Seas oiuM-huili Space^ 
From other Realms ; from ample CsntitHnti 
Qf higher Life, where nobler Natives dwell ; 
Lefs Northern, Jcfs remote from DEITY, 
Glowing beneath the Line of the Supreme ; 
Where Souls in £;xcellence make Hafte, put forth 
Luxuriant growths ; nor the late Autumn wait 
Of Human Worth, but ripen foon to Gods ? 

Yej why drown ^f^ '^ f»«h Depdi3 as thdW 
Return, prefumptoous Rover ! and cotifefs 
The Bounds of Man ; nor blame thetti^ as too fmaiU 
Enjoy we not fait Scope in what isy^w P 
Full ample the Dominions of the Sun ! 
Full glorious to behold I How far, how wide. 
The mat<hlefs Monarch, from his Haming Thronpj 
Laviih of Luftre, throws his Beams about him. 
Farther, and fafter, than a Thought can fly. 
And feeds his Planets with eternal Fires I 
This Heliopolis, by Greater far, 
Th^ the proud Tyrant of the iV//?, was built j 
And Ht^ alone, who built it, can deftroy. 
Beyond this City^ why ftrays human Thought ? 
One Wonderful, enough for Man to know f 
One Infinite, enough for Man to range I ^ 
Que Firmament,, enough for Maa to read I 
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Owbat voluminous Inftruftion Here f 
What Page of Wifdom is dcny'd him ? None ; 
U learning his chief LefTon makes him Wife. 
Nor is Ifijirudiofj, Here, our only Gain ; 
There dwells a^ noble Fatboi in the Skies, 
Which warms our Paflions, profelytes our Hearts* 
How elci^ently Ihines the glowing Pole I 
With what Authority it gives its Charge, 
Remonftrating great Truths in Style fublime, 
Tho' Silent, Loud ! heard Earth around ; above 
The Planets heard ; and not unheard in Hell ; 
Hill has her Wonder, tho' too proud to praife. 
Is Earthy then, mo^ Infernal ? Has ihe Thofe, 
Who neither /rtf//^ (Lorei^zo !) nox admin? 

LoRENzo^s Admiration, pre-engag'd^ 
Ne*er «fc thcp Af(?«i One Queftion ; never held. 
Ltaft CorrefpoBdence with a fingle Star ; 
Ne*cr reaiL?d an Altar to the..^<fw of. Htani^ 
Walking in Brightnefs f or her Train ador'd^ 
^^^wfublunary Rivals hare long fince 
Engrofs'd his whole Devotion ;' 5/«ri mallgtt. 
Which made their-fond Aftronomer run niad ^ 
I)arken his InttlU^^ corrupt iis Hsart y 
Caufe him to faprifice his Fame and Peace 
To iii0^n^tttary Madnefs^ caU'd JDeligku 
Idolater, more grofs than ever kifs'd 
The lifted Ha9d to Lvna, or pour'd oijit 
Thie Blood to Jo v 9 !-t-0 T H;p U, tq whom belongs 
All Sacrifice ! O Thou Gre^t Jove Uiifeign'd ! 
K> I v rw ^ 1^%^ rWc t aft f Thy f^ft Vokimc, T^his^ 
For Man'% Perufal ; All in Capitals I 
In Moon, and«S/rfr/ (Heav'n's golden Alphabet!) 
Emblaz'd to reiz,e the Sight ; who /«»/, may rtadi 
Who reads t caii tMderftand. 'Tis Unconiin'd 
To Chrijiidn Land,, or ytivry ; fairly writ, ' 
In Language univerfal, to Mankind : 
A Language, Lofty to the Lcam'd ; yet Plain, 
To Thofe ^thftfr fed tfat Flock, or gaid^ j^hf Plovigh, 
Or, from its HuJk^ ilrike Out tiit bo«i^4ing- Grain. 

- A ^ 
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A Language, worthy the Great MIND, that fpeaks! 
Preface^ and Comment^ to the Sacred P^ge ! 
Which oft refers its Reader to the Skies, 
As pre-fuppofing his Firft Leflbn thcre^ 
And Scripture-felf a Trapment^ That unread. 
Stupendous Book of Wifdom, to the Wife f " 
Stupendous Book ! and opcn'd. Night ! by Thee. 

By Thee much open'd, I confefs, O 'Night ! 
Yet more Fwilh ; but hotu fhall I prevail ? 
Say, gentle Night ! whof^ modeft, maiden Beams 
Give us a ntn.\: Creation, and prcfent 
The World's great PiAurc foften'd to the Sight j 
Nay, Kinder fai^, far more Indulgent ftill, . 
Say, Thou, whofe piild Dominion's Silver Key 
Unlocks oi^r Hemifphere, and fets to View 
Worlds beyond Number; Worlds concealed by Day 
Behind the proud, and envious Star of Noon f 
Canft thou ndt draw a deeper Scene ? — And fhew 
The Mighty Potentate, to whom belong 
Thefe rich Regalia pompoufly difplayM 
To kindle that high Hope ? Like Him of l/»j, 

I gaze around ; I fearch on ev'ry Side 

O for a Glimpfe of H I M my Soul adores ! 

As the chas'd Hart, alnid the defart Wafte, 

Pants for the living Stream ; for H I M who made her. 

So pants the thirfty Soul, amid the Blank 

Of fublunary Joys. Say, Goddefs ! Wh«te ? 

Wh^ce, blazes His bright Court f Where burns His 

Throne? 
Thou know'ft ; for Thou art near Him ; by Thee, round 
His grand Pavilion, facred Fame reportis 
The fable Curtains drshvn. ; If not, can none 
Of thy fair Daughter-Train, fo fwift of Wing, 
Who travel far, discover where He dwells ? 
A Star His Dwelling pointed out helinxj. 
Ye Pleiades / ArSmHis ! Ma/ttxroth ! 
And thou, Orion I of liill keener Eye 1 
Say, y*, ^ho guide the WildeJ-'d ilfr the Waves, 
And bring theni but of Tempeft into Port I - ~ * 

-** On 
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On which Hand muft I bend my Courfe to find Him ? 
Thefc Coortiers keep the Secret of their KI N G ; 
I wake whole Nights, in vain, to Ileal it from them. 

i wake.; and, waking, climb Night^s radiant Scale, , 
From Sphere to Sphere ; the Steps by Nature fet 
For Man's Afcent ; at once to temft^ and aid-. 
To tempt His Eye, and aid his tow'ring Thought; 
Till it arrives at the Great Goal of all. 

In ardent Contemplation'' s rapid Car, 
From Earthy, as from my Barrier, I fet out. 
How fwift I mount ! Diminifli'd Earth recedes ; 
I pafs the Mom ; and, from her further Side, 
pierce Heav'n's blue Curtain ; ftrike into Remote j 
Where, with his lifted Tube, the fubtil Sage 
His artificial, airy Journey takes, 
And to Celefiial lengthens Human Sight. 
I paufe at ev'ry ?lanet on my Road, 
And alk for H I M, who gives their Orbs to roll. 
Their Foreheads fair to fhine. I^om Saturn's Rin^ 
In' which, of Earths an Army might be loft. 
With the bold Cornet^ take my bolder Fh'ght, 
Amid thofc^i/Vz/^^ Glories of the Skies, i 

Of independent, native Luftre", proud 5 
I'he Souls of Syllems ! and the Lords of Life, 
Thro' their wide Empires ! — ^What behold I now T 
A Wildernefs of Wonders burning round ; 
Where larger Suns inhabit higher Spheres i 
Perhaps i\it Fillas of defcending Gods ! , 

Nor halt I here ; my Toil is but begun ; 
'Tis'but the Threfhold of the D E I T Y; 
Or, fkr beneath it, I am groveling ftiU. 
Nor is it ftrange ; I built on a Miftake ; 
The Grandeur of His Works, whence Folly fought 
For Aid, to -^^^Tow fets his Glory higher; . 

Who tuilt thus high for Worms (mere Worms to Him) ;.. 
Owherc/LoRiiNZoJ muft the BuildbR dwell ? , 
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Paufe, then ; and, for a Moment, here refpirc.— 
If human Thought can keep its Station Here. 
Where am I ? — Wh?re is Earth ?— Nay, where artThotr, 
O SunP-^U the Sun tam'd Rcclufe ? — And arc 
His boafted Expeditions Ihort to Mine?—' 
To mine^ how fhort ! On Nature's Alps I (land. 
And fee a Tboufand Firmaments beneath ! 
A Thoufand Syftems ! as a Thoufand Grains ! 
So much a Stranger, and fo late arriv'd, . 
How can Man's curious Spifit not inquire. 
What are the Natives of this World iublime. 
Of thisTaicn-dgn, un-terreftrial Sphere, 
Where Mortal, untranjlated^ never flray'd ? 

** O Ye, as diftant from my little Hbme, 
" As fwifteft Sun-beams in an Age can fly ! 
" Far from my native Element I roam, 
•* In Qucft of New, and Wonderful, to Man. 
** What Province This, of His immenfe Domain, 
<* Whom All obeys ? Or Mortals here, or Gods? 
'* Ye BordVers on the Coafts of Blifs ! What ar^ you ? 
•* A Colony from Heav'n ? Or, only rais'd, 
** By frequent Vifit from HeavVs neighbouring Realmi, 
** To fecondary Gods, and half-divine ? — 
** Wh^te'er your Nature, ^bis is paft Difpute, 
** Far other Life you live, far other Tongue 
'* You talk, far other Thought, perhaps, you think,. 
** Than Man. How various are the Works of God ! 
** But fay, What Thought ? Is Reafon here inthron'd^ 
** And^abfolute ? Or ^etife in Arms againft her ? ' 
** Have you T'ijco l^ight* ? Or need you no reheard? 
** Enjoy your hapjiy R^lms their golden Age ? ^ 
" And had Your Eden an abftemious Eve ? 
** Ou^ Eve's fair Daughters prove their Pedigree, 
** And afk their Adams — ' Who -would not he Wife 7^ 
** Or, if yoUr Mother /J//, arc you Rcdeenidf 
*' And if redeem Vf^is yotir Redeemer yr»r»V?- 
*• I& This your final Refidence ? If not, • 
^ Change you your Scene, TranJIated? Or by Death f 
1 « And 
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" And if by DeatJIf ; PT^at Death T — Know you Dlfeaft? 
** Or horrid War ?-^ With War, This fatal Hour, 
" EuROPA groans (fo call we a fmall Field, 
" Where Kings run mad). In Our World, Diat« 

** deputes 
" htmperance to do the Work of j^ge ; 
" And, han^ng up the Quiver Nature gave him, 
" As flow t)f Execution, for Difpatch 
" Sends forth Imperial Butchers ; bids them flay 
" Their Sheep (the filJy Sheep they fleec'd before), 
" And tofs him tnice Ten thoufand at a Meal. 
" Sit all j^wr Executioners on Thrones ? 
" Withyou^ can Rage for Plunder make a God ? 
" And BloodJhed^e&, out evVy other Stain ? — 
" But You, perhaps, can't bleed : From Matter grofi 
" Your ^irits clean, are delicately clad ^ 

" In line-fpun iEther 5 Privileged to foar, 
" Unloaded, uninfeded ; How unlike 
" The Lot of Man ! How ftw of human Race 
" By their own Mud unmurder'd ! How we wage 
** Self- War eternal I — Is your painful Day 
" Of hardy Conflidl o'er ? Or, are you iUIl 
" Raw Candidates at School ? And have you Thofc 
" Who difafffea Re<verJions, as with Us F — 
" But what are PTe ? You never heard of Man, 
" Or Earth ; the Bed/am of the Univerfe ! 
" Where Reafon (un-difeas'd with You), runs mad, 
" And nurfes Follf% Children as her (rwn ; 
" Fond of the'Fouleft. In the facrcd Mount 
•* Of Holineffy where Reafon is pronounced 
" InfallihU ; and thunders, like a God ; 
" Ev'n there y by Saints, the Demons are outdone ; 
*' What Thefs think. Wrong, pur Saints refine to Right ; 
" And kindly teach du/l Hell her own black Arts ; 
" Satan, ^inftrufted, o'er their Mo f-a/s {miks, — 
" But This, how Ibange to You, who know not Man f 
•* Has the leaft Rumour of our Race arriv'd ? 
•* Caird here Elijah, in his flaming Car ? 
*' Paft by you the gopd Enoch, on his Road 
" To Thofe fair Fieldsy-wheiKe Lucifer was horlM ; 

**Wh9 
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•* Who brufh'd, perhaps^ your Sphere, in his Defcent, 
*' Stain'd your pure Ciyflal iEther, or let fall 
** A fliort Eclipfe from his portentous Shade ? 
** O ! that the Fiend had lodg'4 on fqme broad Orb 
** Athwart his Way ; nor reach'd his prefent Home, 
«* Then blacken'd Earfl? witli Footfteps foui'd in Hell, 
** Nor wafh'd in Oceatt, as from Roms he paft 
*' To Britain's Ifle J foo, too, confpicjiQus J^rr^/'* 

But This is all Digreffion : Where is He, 
That o*er Heav'n's Battlements the Felon hurl'd 
To "Groans, and Chains, and Darknefs ? Where is Hi, 
Who fees Creation's Summit in a Vale ? 
m^. Whom, while Man is Man^ he can't but feek j 
And if he finds, commences more than Man ? 
O for a Telefcope His Throne to reach ! 
Tell me, ye Learn'd on Earth I or Bleft Jhon^e ! 
Ye feardiing, ye Newtonian Angels ! tell. 
Where, your Great Master's Orb ? His Planets, where? 
Thofe cqnfcious Satellites, thofe Mormng-StarSf 
Firft-born of D E I T Y ! from Central Love, 
By Veneration mod profound, thrown off; 
By fvyeet Attraftion, no lefs Ibongly drawn ; 
Anjo'^^t and yet raptur'd ; rafiur'd^ yttfirene ; 
Paft Thought, illuftrious, but with borrow'd Beams; 
In ftill approaching Circles, ftill remotty 
Revolving round the Sun's eternal Sire ? 
Or fent^ in Lines diredl, on Embaflies 
To Nationsr— in^ what Latitude ?— Beyond 
Terreftrial I'hought's Horizon f— And on what 
High Errands fent ? — Here human Effort ends ; 
And leaves me ftill a Stranger to His Throne. 

Full well it might f*I quite miftook my Road, 
Born in an Aap jpore^i Curio us, than Devout ; 
More fond to hx the Place of Heav'n, or Hell, 
Than ftudlous this to ftiun, or that fecure. 
'Tis not the ^«r/o«/, but the //<?«j Path, 
That leads me to my Point : Lor B^NZo! know. 
Without ox Sfar, or J^^tlj^ for their .Guides 
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Who worihip GOD, ihall/W Him. Humble Love, 

And not proud Reafon, keeps the Dbot of Heav'n ; 

Love finds Admiffion> where proud Science failt; 

Man's Science is the Culture of his Heart; 

And not to Ic^e his Plumbet m the Depths 

Of Nature^ or the more Prdfottnd of GOD, 

Either to know, is an Attempt that fets 

The Wifeft #h a Level with the Fool. 

To fathom iVufurf (ill-attempted /f<?r/ /^, 

Pail Doubt, is deep Philofophy J^o^ ; 

Higher Degrees in BHft Archangels take. 

As deeper leam'd; the Deepeft, learning ftill. 

For, what a fhtinder of Omnipotence 

(So might! dare to fpeak) is fien in All ! 

In Man ! In Earth ! In more amazing^ ^/f/V/ / 

Teaching this LefToti, Pride is loth to learn-^ 

** Not deeply to Di/cern^ not much to Know, 

** Mankind was born to Wonder, and Adore.'* 

And is there Gaufe for higher Wonder flill. 
Than that which ftruck us from our pad Surreys I 
Ves i and for deeper Adoration too. 
Froai my lateaiiy Travel unconfin'd,- 
Have I learn'd nothing ? — Yes, LaRENzof This^ 
Each of thefe Stars is a Religious Houfe ; 
I faw their Altars fmoke, their Incenfe rife. 
And heard Ho/annas ring through evVy Sphere, 
A Seminary fraught with future Gods. 
A^^/»r^ all o'er is f<7ir/^fr/i//// Ground, 
Teeming withGrowths Immortal, and Divine. 
The Greatt Proprietor's all-bounteous Hand 
Leaves nothing waHe ; but fows thefe fiery Fieldl^ 
With Seeds of Reafon^ which to Virt^ rife 
Beneath His genial Ray ; and, ifj^Bi 
The peftilential Blafts of flubborfWK 
When grown mature, are gather'd f^the Skiei* 
And is Denjottrn thought too much on Earth, 
When Beings, fo Superior, Homage hoaft^ 
And triumph in Proflrations to The Throne ? 

O But 
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But wherefore more of Planets, or of Stars ? 
Ethereal Joorneysy an4> difcover'd there. 
Ten thoufand Worlds, Ten.thoufand Ways devout? 
All Nature fending Incenfe to The Throne, 
Except the bold Lorsn zo*s of Our Sphere ? 
Opening the folenin Syarces of my Sou), 
Since I have pour'd, like feign'd £rid an us^ 
My flowine Numbers o*er the flaming Skies^ 
Norfee, ^ Fancy ^ or of Fa^, what more. 
Invites the Mufc — Here turn we, and review 
Oar paft Nodurnal Landfchape wide : — Then, fay. 
Say, then, Lorenzo! with what Burfl of Heart, 
The Whole, at once, revolving in his Thought, 
Muft Man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft ? 
*< O what a Root ! O what a Branch ^ Here f 
«• O what a Father ! What a Family f 
<• Worlds f Syftems ! and Creations ! — And Creations, 
*' In One agglomerated Cluiler, hung, 
f* * Great VINE! on Thbb, On Thee the CluM 

hangs ; 
« The Filial Clufler I infinitely fpread 
•« In glowing Globes, with various Being fraught ; 
« And drinks (NefUreous Draught I) Immortal Life. 
" Or, ihall I fay (for ff^Jbo can fay enotigh ?) 
<< A Conilellation of Ten thoufand l^ems, 
«< (And, O I of what Dimenfion ! of what Weight !) 
«* Set in One Signet, flames on the Right-hand 
«« Of Majesty Divine I The hiazing Sea/, 
<« That deeply ftamps, on all created Mind, 
"Indelible, Hi/ fov'reigji Attributes, 
" Omnii»otence, and Love! T/^at, pafling Bound; 
*« And This, furp^kg That. Nor flop we Here, 
« For Want ofPcMS^^OD, but Thought in Man. 
*< Even Thij ackn^B^i, leaves us ftill in Debt; 
«* U Greater iught,^hat Greater all is Thine. 
«* Dread SIRE ! — Accept this Miniature of l^EE ; 
*« And pardon an Attempt from Mortal Thought, 
P In which' Archangels might have fail'd, unblam'd.'' 

How 

* John XV. !• 
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How fuch ideas of th'ALMIOHT Y's P<w«V, 
And fuch Ideas of th' ALMIGHTY'S Flan^ 
(Ideas nc^ abfurd) diftend the Thought 
Of feeble Mortals I Nor of ^bem alone F 
The Fulnefs of the D E I T Y breaks forth 
In Inconcei'va^les to Men, and Gods. 
Think, then, O think ; nor ever drop the Thought; 
How low. mull Man defcend, when Gods adore f — 
Have I not, then, accpmpliih'd my proud fioaft ? 
Did I not tell thee, " * We would mount, Lorenzo) 
^ And kindle our Devotion at the Stars V* 

And have I fair d? And did 1 fatter thee? 
And art all Adamant ? And doft confute 
All urg'd, with One irrefragable Smile ? 
Lorenzo ! Mirth^ow miferable Here! 
Swear by the Stars^ by H I M who made them, fwear. 
Thy Heart, henceforth, Ihall be as pure as 7 hey: 
Vhtti Thouy like Them, {halif?tne ; like Thm, (halt rife 
From Low to Lofty ; from Obfcure to Bright; 
By due Gradation, Nature^s facred Law. 
The Stars, from whence ? — Aflc Chaos — He can tell. 
Thefe bright. Temptations to Idolatry, 
From Darknefsy and Confufion^ took their Birth ; 
Sons of Deformity ! From £uid Dregs 
Tartarean,^ firft they rofe to Mafles rude ; 
And then, to Spheres opaque ; Then dimly Ihone ; 
ThenJjrighten'dj Then blaz'd out in /^r/^^ i)^j;. 
Nature delights in Progrefs j, in Advance 
From Worfe to Better ; But, wh^n Minds afcend, 
Progrefs, in Part, depends u^^fiThcmfehes, 
Heav'n aids Exertion ; Greater makes the Great; 
The 'voluntary Little leffens more^^^ 
O be a Man ! and thou fhalt b^flp/ 
And Half Self-made!— hmh\ximb& Divine f 

O Tn^lfc^mbitious of Difgrace alone ! 
Still Undevout^ Unkindled ?— Tho' high-taught, 
• Page 256, 

O 2 School'd 
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School'd by the Skies; and Pupil of the Stars; 
Rank Coward to the Faflnonahle World! 
Art thou ajkam'd to bend thy Knee to Heaven ? 
Curft Fume of Pride, exhaled from deepeii Hell! 
Pride in Religion is Mon^s higheft Praife. 
Bent on Deftru^on ! and in Love with Death! 
Not All thefe Luminaries, quench*d at once. 
Were Half fo fad, as One benighted Mind, 
Which gropes for Happinefs, smd meets De/fair. 
How, like a Widow in her Weeds, the Night, 
Amid her giimmVing Tapers, filent fits \ 
How forrowful, how defolate, fhe weeps 
Perpetual Dews, and faddens Nature's Scene I 
A Scene more fad Sin makes the darkened Soul ; 
All Comfort kills, nor leaves one Spark alive. 

Tho' blind of Heart, ftill open is diine Eye : 
Why fuch Magnificence in all thou feeft ? 
Of Aftf//#r's Grandeur, know. One End is This, 
To tell the Rational^ who gazes on it— 
•« Tho' Jhat immenfely Great, ftill Greater He, ' 
** Whofe Breaft, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 
** Unburdened, Nature's Univerfal Scheme ; 
** Can grafp Creation with 2l Jingle Thought ; 
** Creation grafp j and not exclude its S IR E"— 
To tell him farther — " \x behoves him much 
** To ^«^«r// th' important, yet-depending. Fate 
«« Of Being, brighter than a Thoufand Suns ; 
** One fingle Ray of Thought outfhines them all."— 
And if Man hears obedient, foon he'll foar 
Superior Heights, and on his purple Wing, 
His purple Wing bedrop'd with Eyes of Gold, 
Rifing, where Thouzht is now deny'd to rife. 
Look down triumpm^on thefe dazling Spheres. 
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Why then perfift M^No Mortal ever liv'd 
Bbt, dying, he pronounc'd (when Words are tnA) 
The Whole that charms thee, abfolutely Vaid? 
Vain, and far worfe ! — ^Think Thou, with dying Men ; 
p condefcend to think as Angels think ! 
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tolerate a Chance for Happinefs ! 

Our Nature fuch. III Choice enfures III Fate ; 

And Hell had been, tho' there had been no God. 

Dofl Thou not know, my new Aftronomer ! 

Inrth^ turning from the Suriy brings Night to Man ? 

l/latiy turning from his Goix, brings endUfs Night ; 

Where Thou.canft read no Morals^ find no friend^ 

Amend no Manners^ and cxpeft no Peace, 

How deep the Darknefs I and the Groan, how kudf 

And far, how far, from lambent are the Flames ! 

Such is Lorenzo's Purchafe ! Such his Praife I 

The Proud, the Politic, Lorenzo's Praifel 

Tho', in his Ear, and level'd at his Heart, 

I've half r^ o'^r the Volume of the Skies. 

For think not Thou haft heard all This from mi | 
My Song but echoes what Great Nature fpeaks : 
What has fhe fpoken ? Thas the Goddefs fpoke. 
Thus fpeaks for ever : — " Place, at Nature's Head, 
** A Sovereign, which o'er all Things rolls his Eyc^ 
*' Extends His Wing, promulgates His Commands, 
'* But, above all, diiFufes endlefs Good ; 
** To nvlfom, for fure Redrefs, the Wrong'd may fly ; 
** The Vile, for Mercy ; and the Pain'd, for Peace j 
** By Wif^m^ the various Tenant;^ of thefe Sphores, 
** Diveriify'd in Fortunes, Place, and Powers, 
** Rais'd in Enjoyment, as in Worth they rife, 
** Arrive at length (if worthy fuch Approach) 
" At that bleft Fountain- Head, from which they fbrjeam i^ 
" Where Confli£b paft redoubles prefent Joy ; 
'' And prefent Joy looks forward on Iftcreafe ; 
** And That, on more ; no Period ! ev'ry Step 
" A double Boon] a Promifey and a 5///}." 
How eafy fits this Scheme on human Hearts f 
It fuits their Make ; it fooths their vaft Defires ; 
Paffion is pleas'd ; and Reafon aiks no more ; 
'Tis Rational ! 'Tis Great !— But what is Thine? 
It darkens ! fhocks ! excruciates ! and confounds t 
Leaves us quite naked, both of Help, and Hope, 

O 3 Sinking 
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Sinking from Bad to Worfe ; few Years, the Sport 
0£ Fortune ; then, the Morfel of DeJ^air. 

Say, then, Lorenzo f (for Thou know*ft it well) 
What's Vice ? — Mere Want of Compafs in our Thought, 
Religion, what? — ^Thc Proof of Cww«rw-5«l^ ; 
How art thou whooted, where the Leaft prevails ! 
Is it my Fault, if thefe Truths call thee Fool? 
And thou (halt never be mfcaWd by me. 
Can neither Shame, nor Terror, Hand thy Friend \ 
And art Thou /ill an Infeft in the Mire ? 
How, like thy Guardian Angel, have I flown ; 
Snatch*d thee from Earth ; efcorted thee thro' all 
Th* Ethereal Armies ; walkt thee, like a God, 
Thro* Splendors of firft Magnitude, arrang*d 
On either Hand ; Clouds thrown beneath thy Feet; 
Clofe-cruis'd on the bright Paradife of God ; 
And almoft introduced thee to The Thronb ! 
And art Thou flill caroufmg, for Delight, 
Rank Poifon ; firft, fermenting to mere Froth, 
And then fubfiding into final Gall? 
To Beings of fublime, immortal Make, 
How (hocking is all Joy, whofe End is fure ! 
Such Joy more ihocking ftill, the more it charms ! 
And doft Thou chufe what ends, ere well-begim ? 
And Infamous, as Short ? And doft Thou chufe 
{Jhou, to Whofe Palate Glory is fo fweet) 
To wade into Perdition, thro' Contempt, 
Not of poor Bigots only, but thy onun? 
For I have peep'd into thy cover'd Heart, 
And feen it blufti beneath a boaftful Brow ; 
For, by ftrong Guilt's moft violent Aflault^ 
Confcience is but difahled, not dejlrofd, 

O Thou moft Awful Being and moft Vain f 
Thy Will, hovf frail! how glorious is thy Power! 
Tho' dread Eternity has fown her Seeds 
Of Blifs, and Woe, in thy defpotic Breaft ; 
Tho' Heav'n, and Hell, depend upon thy Choice ; 
A Butterfly comes 'crofs, and Both are fled. 
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Is This the Pi£hire of a Radcmal ? 
This Horrid Image, fhall it be moft Jaft ? 
LoRB)izo ! No : It cannot,— ^^7// not be. 
If there is Force in Reafon ; or, in Sounds 
Ciianted beneath the Glimpfes of the Moon, 
A Magic, at this planetary Hour, 
When Slumber locks the general Lip, and Dreamt 
Thro* fenfelefs Mazes hunt Souls un-in/pir^d. 
Attend — ^The facred Myfteries begin — 
My folemn Night-bom Adjuration hear ; 
Hear, and 1*11 raife thy Spirit from the Dufl ; 
While the Stars gaze on this Inchantment new i 
Inchantment, not Infernal, but Divine ! 

** JSV Silence^ Death's peculiar Attribute; 
^ IBp Darkne/s^ Guilt's inevitable Doom ; 
*' JBV Darkne/s^ and by Silence, Siilers dread I 
** That draw the Curtain round Night's ebon Thron^y 
^ And raife Ideas, folemn as the Scene ; 
« ©p NIGHT, and aU of Awful, Night prefents 
** To Thought, or Senfe (of Awful much, to Both, 
«' The Goddcfs brings) I J^v Thefe her trembling Fires^ 
'* Like Vesta's, ever-burning j and, like hers, 
** Sacred to Thoughts immaculate, and pure ! 
" JSp thefe bright Orators, that prove, and frai/e, 
** And prefs thee to revere, the D E I T Y, 
** Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd awhile, 
" To reach His Throne ; as Stages of the Soul, 
" Thro' which, at difF'rent Periods, Ihe fhall pafs, 
*' Refining gradual, for her final Height, 
" And purging off fome Drofs at ev'ry Sphere ? 
** ©p this dark Pall thrown o'er the filent World ! 
*' ]5p the World's Kings, and Kingdoms, moft renowned, 
** From fhort Ambition's Zenith fet for ever j 
" Sad Prefage to vain Boafters, now in Bloom f 
" TBp the long Lift of fwift Mortality, 
•* From Adam downward to this Ev'ning's Knell, 
" Which Midnight waves in Fancfs ftartled Eye; 
!* And ihocks her with a hundred Centuries 

O 4 <« Round 
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^ Round Diath\ black Banner tkrong'd, in iiamaB 

Thought! 
** ]5p Thou&dsy fUM^ reilgning their laft Brea^, 
•«. And calling Thee— wert Thou fo wife tohear ! 
•* Sp Tombs o'er Tombs aiifing ; human Earth 
^< Ejedled, to make room fbr-^homan Eardi ; 
•' The Monarch's f>rr^r / and the SoaEton^s 7rai€ ! 
•* TSV pompous ObfequieSy that fliun the Day, 
<< The Torch funerea], and the nodding Phme, 
<< Which makes poor Man's Humiliation proud ; 
«• Boaft of our Ruin I Triumph of our Djijt ! 
« ISp the damp Vault that weeps o'er Royal Bones; 
*' And the pale Lamp, that fliews the ghaftly Dead, 
*« More ghaftJy, thro' the thick-incumbent Gloom ! 
** 1Sy> Vifits (if there are) from darker Scenes, 
•* The gliding Spedre f and the groaning Grove f 
<< TSp Groans, and Graves, and Mifories that groan 
•• Por the Grave's Shelter ! IBp defponding Men, 
** Senfelefs to Pains of Death, from Pangs of Guilt! 
" BP Guilt's laft Audit ! TQv yon Moon in Bk)od, 
*' The rocking Firmament, the falling Stars, 
«' And Thunder's laft Difcharge, great Nature's KncU! 
** TSv Second Chaos ; and Eternal Nighf^''^-^ 
Be wise — Nor let Philander blame my Charm; 
But owji not ill-difcharg'd my .double Debt, 
Lo'ue to the Living ; Du/y to the Dead. 

For know, I'm but E;fecutor 4 He left 
This moral Legacy ; / make it o'er 
3y his Command j Philandea hear in me ; 
And Heav'n in both.^If de^ to Thefe, Oh i hfsix 
Flore llo's tender Voice; iMs Weal depends 
/)n Thy ReToive ; it trembles at Thy Choice ; 
For His Sake — love Tbyfelf: Example ftrikes 
All human Hearts ; z,had Exainiiie more ; 
More ftill, a Father's ; That eniures his Ruin. 
As Parent 4)f his Bein^, wouldft thou prove 
Th' unnatural Parent of his Mi^rries, 
And make him curiie the Being which thou gav^HI 
Is this the Blefiing of fo fon^ a Father ? 
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If carclefs^of Lorenzo ! fparc. Oh ! fpare, 

Florbllo's Father, and Philander's Friend ; 

Florello's Father ruin'd, ruins Him i 

And from Philander's Friend the World exped* 

A Condudl, no Dilhonour to the Dead. 

Let Fajpon do, what nobUr Moti've (hould } 

Let Lo've^ and Emulation^ rife in Aid 

To Reafon ; and perfuade thee to be — Bleft. ^ 

This feems not a Requefl to be deny'd ; 
Yet (fuch th' Infatuation of Mankind I) '\ 

^Tis the moll Hopehfs^ Man can make to Man. 
Shall I, then, rife in Argument, and Warmth s 
And urge Ph i l a n d e r's pofth umous Advice, 
From Topics yet unbroach'd ?— 
But Oh f I feint ! My Spirits fail ! — Nor ftrange ; 
So lon^ on Wing, and in no middle Clime ; ^ 

To which my Great Creator's Glory call'd : 
And calls — ^but, now, in vain. Sleep's dewy Wand 
Has ftrok'd my drooping Lids, and fromtfei 
My long Arrear of Reft ; the do^ny God 
(Wont to return with our returning Peace) 
Will fay^ erc-long, and blefs me with Repofe. 
Hafte, hafte, fweet Stranger ! from the Peafant*8 Cot^ 
The Ship-boy's Hammock, or the Soldier's Straw, 
Whence Sorrow never chas'd thee; with thee bring. 
Not hideous Vifions, as of late ; but Draughts 
Delicious of well-tafted, cordial. Reft ; 
Man's rich Reftorative ; his balmy Bath> 
That fupples, lubricates, and keeps in Play, 
The various Movements of this nice Machine, 
Which aiks fuch frequent Periods of Repair. 
When tir'd with vain Rotations of the Day ; 
Sleep winds us up for the fucceeding Dawn ; 
Frelh we fpin on, till Sicknefs clogs our Wheel?, 
Or Death quite breaks the Spring, and Motion ends. 
When will it end with Me ? 
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~" Thou only know% 
•' THpv, whofe broad Eye the Future^ and the Fafi^ 
** Joins to the Frefent ; making One of T^bree 
" To mortal Thought f Thou know'ft. And Thou alone, 
** All-knowing ! — All-unknown ! — And yet Well-known ! 
•* Near, tho' Remote I and, tho' Unfathom'd, Felt I 
** And, tho' Invifible, for ever Seen ! 
** And Seen in All \ The Gnc^ty and the Minute: 
** Each Globe above, with its Gigantic Race, 
** Each FlowV, each Leaf, with its fmall People fwarm*d, 
** (Thofc puny Vouchers for Omnipotence I) 
«' To the Firft Thought, that a&s, " From whince?'' 

•* declare 
** Their common Source. Thou Fountain running o'er 
•* In Rivers of communicated Joy f 
•* Who gav'ft us Speech for far, far humbler Themes ! 
** Say, by what Name (hall I prefume to call 
** Him I fee burning in thefe countlcfs Suns, 
** As Mc/eSf in the BuJ/j? Illustrious Mind! 
•* The whole Creation, Lefs, far Lefs, to Thee, 
** Than That to the Creation's ample Round. 
•* How i^^ll I name Thee ?— How my labouring Soul 
** Heaves underneath the Thought, too big for Birth I 

" Great Syftem of Perfeaions f Mighty Caufe 
^' Of Caufe* mighty ! Caufe uncaus'd \ Sole Root 
«« Of Nature, that luxuriant Growth of G OD ! 
•* Firft Father of FJe£ls ! that Progeny 
•* Of cndlefs Series ; where the Golden Chain's 
•* Laft Link admits a Period, Who can tell ? 
** Father of All that is or heard, or hears I 
^* Father of All that is or feen, or fees I 
" Father of All that is, or^«//arifef 
** Father of this immeafurable Mafs 
•* Of Af^//^r multiform ; or denfe, or rare; 
•• Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at Reft j 
**^ Minute, or paffing Bound I In each Extreme 
•• Of like Amasse, and Myftery, to Man. • i 

' ' w Father ^ 
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" Father of thefe bright Millions of the Night ! . 
^* Of which the Lead full Godhead had proclaim'd, 
** And thrown the Gazer on his Knee— Or, fay, 
" Is Appellation higher ftill, Thy Choice ? 
" Father of ikfa//^r's Temporary Lords ! 
*• Father of *?//>/Vi/ Nobler Offspring ! Sparks 
" Of high Paternal Glory 5 rich-endow'd 
•* With various Meafures, and with various Modes 
** Of InftinSi^ Reaforiy Intuition ; Beams 
" More pale, or bright from Day Divine^ .to break 
" The Dark of Matter organi^d (the Ware 
". Of all created Spirit) ; Beams, that rife 
" Each over other in fuperior Light, 
" Till the Laft ripens into Luftre ftrong, 
** Of next Approach to Godhead. Father fond 
*' (Far fonder than e'er bore that Name on Earth) 
*♦ Of Intel/e^ua/ Beings I Beings bleft 
" With Pow'rs to pleafe Thee ; not of paffivc Ply 
'* To Laws they know not ; Beings lodg'd in^Seats 
'' Of well-adapted Joys ; in difFVent Domes 
** Of this Imperial Palace for thy Sons ; 
** Of this proud, populous, well-policy 'd, 
** Tho' boundle%^U)itation, plann'd by THBBji 
" Whofe feveral C^ns their feveral Climates fuif | 
'* And Tranfpofition, doubtlefs, would dcftroy. 
" Or, Ohf indulge. Immortal King ! indulge 
** A Title, leifs auguft indeed, but more 
** Endearing ; ah ! how fweet in human Ears f 
** Sweet in our Ears f and Triumph in our Hearts f 
^* Father of ImmortalUy to Man ! 
*« A Theme that • lately fet my Soul on Fire.— 
** And Thou the Next ! yet Equal ! Thou, by whom 
** That Blieffing was convey'd ; far more! was Bought i 
/* Ineffable the Price ! By whom all Worlds 
^" Were made; and One, redeemed! Illullrious Light 
" From Light lUuftrious ! Thou, whofe Regai ?owtr, 
" Finite in Time, but Infinite in Space, 
*' On more than adamantine Bafis fix'd, • 
•* O'er more, far more, than Diadems, and Thrones, 
||. O 6 " Inviolably 

' \ f- Night the Sixth, and S«ventb. ' 
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«* Inviolably reigns j the Dread of Gods ! 

«• And Oh f the Friend of Man ! Beneath whofe Foot, 

•* And by the Mandate of whofe awful Nod, 

** All Regions, Revolutions^ Fortunes, Fates, 

** Of High, of Low, of Mind, and Matter, roll 

" Thro' the Ihort Chanels of expiring Time, \ 

" Or (hprelefs Ocean of Eternity, I 

** Calm, or Tempeftuous (as J/^ Spirit breathes) I 

«* In abfolute Subjedion I — And, O Thou 

" The glorious Third ! Diftinft, not Separate ! 

«* Beaming from ^ff^M / with Both Incorporate f 

** And (ftrange to tdl I) incorporate wim Duft ! 

•* By Condeicenfion, as Thy Glory, great, 

** Enfhrin'd in Man f Of human Hearts, if pure, 

'« Divine Inhabitant f The Tie Divine 

^* Of Heav'n with diftant Earth ! By whom, I truft, 

'* (If not infpir'4) uncen^iir'd this Addrefs 

«* To Thee, to Them — To Whom? — ^Myfterious Power! 

*' Revear^ — ^yet UnreveaPd ! Darknefs in Light ! 

•* Number in Unity ! Our Joy f our Dread \ 

•* The Triple Bolt that lays all Wrong in Ruin f 

•< That animates all Right, the Trif£Sun ! 

<' Sun of the Soul I her never-fetdl|p|ii ! 

•• Triune, Unutterable, Unconceiv^, 

•• Abfconding, yet Dempnftrable, Great God I 

** Greater than Grcateft ! Better than the Befl ! 

•' Kinder than Kindeft I widi foft P/V/s Rye, 

•* Or (ftrongcr ftill to fpeak it) with JhineOnvn, 

•* From Thy bright Home, from that high Firmament,, 

** Where Thou, fro^i all Eternity, haft dwelt ; 

** Beyond Archangels maffifted Ken ; 

•* From far above what Mortals Higheft call ; 

•• From Elevation's Pinacle 5 Look down* 

" Through— Whajt ? Confounding Interval f Thro' All, 

•* And more, than lab'ring Fancy can conceive ; 

^ Thro' radiant Ranks of Effences unknown ; 

** Thro' Hierarchies from Hierarchies detached 

** Round various Banners of Omnipotence, 

'< With endlefs Change of rapturous Duties fir'd; 

*< Thro' wond'rous Beings interpoiing Swarms, 
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" All cluftVing at the Call, to dwell in The* ; 

«* Tkro' this w^ Wafte of Worlds ; this Fi/st vaft, 

" All fanded o'er with Suns ; Suns tarn'd to NigJI^t 

** Before Thy feebleft Beam — Look down-^own — down, 

" On a |>oor hreathtng ?artick in Duft, 

" Or, lower, — an Immortal in his Crimes. 

" His Crimes forgive ! Forgive his Virtues, too \ 

" Thofe fmaller Faults ; Half-Converts to the Right. 

** Nor let me elofe Thcfe Eyes, which never more 

" May fee the Sun (tho' Night's defcending Scale 

** Nowweighs up Morn), Unpity'd, and Unbleft f 

** In ihy 'Difpleafure dwdls eternal Pain ; 

'* Pain, our Averfton ; Pain, which ftrikca me now j 

" And, fmce all Pain is terrible to Man, 

** Tho' tranfient. Terrible ; at Thy good Hour, 

«« Gently, ah gently, lay me in ray Bed, 

** My Clay-coU Bed! by Nature, now, fo near; 

♦* By Nature, near ; ftill nearer by Difeafe I 

" Till Then, be This, an Emblem of my Ol^ave : 

** Let it out-preach the Preacher ; Ev'ry Night 

" Let it outcry the Boy at Philip's Ear 5 

'« That Tongue of Death ! That Herald of the Tomb ! 

** And when (the Shelter of thy Wing implor'd) 

** My Senfesy footh'd, (hall fmk in foft Repofe ; 

** O fink this Truth ftill deeper in my Soul, 

" Suggefted by my Pillow, fign'd by Fate, 

** Firft, In iTa/^'s Volume, at the Page of Aft?/?— 

«< Man's Jtckly Soul, tho'* turiid and to/s^dfor ever, 

<< From Side to Side, can reft on nought hut Thee; 

«« Here, in/ull Truft i Hereafter, in full Joy, 

<« On Thee, the promis'd. Aire, eternal Down 

«< Of Spirits, toil'd in Travel thro' this Vale. 

<« Nor of that Pillow (hall my Soul defpond ; 

«< por — Love Almighty \ Love Almighty I (Sing, 

<« Exult, Creation I) Love Almighty, reigns ! 

*« That Death of Death ! That Cordial ot Dejpair ! 

«« And loud Eternity's triumphant Song ! 

" OfWho«, no more: — For, O Thou Patron-God I 
<« Thou God^ ^nd Mortal! Thence more God tp Man ! 

" Man's 
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<* Man's Theme eternal f Man's eternal Theme ! 

** Thou can'ft not 'fcape uninjured from our Praife. 

" Uninjur'd from our Praife can Hb efcapc, 

«* Who, difembofom'd from the Father, bows 

« The Heav'n of Heav'ns, to kifs the diilant Earth f 

** Breathes out in Agonies a iinlefs Soul ! 

** Againft the Crofs^ Death's Iron Sceptre breaks ! 

<^ From famifli'd Ruin plucks her human Prey I 

<* Throws wide the Gates Celeftial to His Foes ! 

** Their Gratitude^ for fuch a boundlefs Debt, 

** Deputes their Suffering Bnothers to receive ! 

** And, if deep human Guilt in Payment fails i 

** As deeper Guilt, prohibits our De/pair ! 

** Injoins it, as our Duty, to Rejoice ! 

•* And (to clofe All), omnipotently kind, 

" • Takes His Delights among the Sons of Men.'' 

What Words are Thefe ! — ^And did they come from 
Hairen? 
And were they fpoke to Man ? To guilty Man ^ 
What are all Myfleries to Love like This f 
The Song of Angels, all the Melodies 
Of Choral Gods, are wafted in the Sound ; 
Heal and exhilarate the broken Heart, 
Tho' plung'd, before, in Horrors dark as Night: 
Rich Prelibation of confummate Joy ! 
Nor wait we DifTolution to be bleil. 

This final Effort of the moral Mufe, 
How juflly t Titled! Nor for me alone ; 
For all that read j what Spirit of Support, 
What Heights of Consolation, crown my Song ? 

Then, farewel N I G H T ! Of Darknefs, now, no more : 
Joy breaks; fhines, triumphs j 'tis eternal Day. 
Shall that which rifes out of Nought complain 
Of a few Evils, paid with endleS Joys ? 
My Soul I henceforth, in fweeteft Union join 
The Two Supports of Human Happinefs, 



• Prw. Chap, viiu f Th« Confilatiou. 
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Which fome, erroneociSy think can never meet ; 
True Ta^e of Life^ and conftant Thought of Death ; 
The Thought of Death, fole Vidor of its Dread! 
Hope be thy Joy ; and Probity thy Skill ; 
Thy Patrotiy He, whofe Diadem has dropp'd 
Yon Gems of Heav'n ; Eternity, thy Prince: 
And leave the Racers of the World their Own, 
Their Feather, and their Froth, for endlefs Toils : 
They part widi All for That ^hich is not Bread ; 
They mortify, they ftarve, on Wealth, Fame, Power; 
And laugh to Scorn the Fools that aim at more. 
How muft a Spirit, late efcap'd from Earth, 
Suppofe Philander's, Lucia's, orNARcissA's, 
The Truth of Things new-blazing in its Eye, 
Look back, aftonilh'd, on the Ways of Men, 
Whofe Lives whole Drift is to forget their Graves ! 
And when oxxvprefent Pri'vilege is paft. 
To fcourge us with due Senfe of its^^^x^. 
The fame Aftonifhment will feize us All. 
What then muft pain us, would preferve us now* 
Lorenzo ! '$is not yet too late : Lorenzo ! 
Seize Wifdom, ere 'tis Torment to be Wife ; 
That is. Seize Wifdom, ere fhe feized Thee. 
For, what, my fmall Philofopher ! is Hell? 
'Tis nothing, but full Knowlege of the Truth, 
When Truth, refifted long, is fworn our Foe j 
And calls Eternity to do her Right. 

Thus, Darknefs aiding Intelledlual Light, 
And Sacred Silence whifp'ring Truths Divine, 
And Truths Di'vine converting Pain to Peace, 
My Song the Midnight Raven has outwing'd. 
And fhot, ambitious of unbounded Scenes, 
Beyond die flaming Limits of the World, 
Her gloomy Flight. But what avails the Flight 
Of Fancy, when our Hearts remain below ? 
Virtue abounds in Flatterers, and Foes j 
*Ti8 Pride, to praife her ; Penance, to perform. 
To more than Words, to more than Worth of Tongue, 
Lo R£Nzo ! rife^ at this aufpicious Hour ; 

An 
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An Hour, when Hcav'n's moft intimate with Man ; 
When, like a falling Star, the Ray Divine 
Glides fwift into the Bofom of the Jufii 
And Juft are All, determifCd to reclaim ; 
Which fets that Title high, within thy Reach. 
Awake, then : Thy Philander calls : Awake ! 
Thou, who (halt wake, when the Creation fleeps ; 
When, like a Taper, all thefe Suns expire ; 
When Time, like Him oiGaxa in his Wrath, 
Ptocking the Pillars that fupport the World, 
In Nature's ample Ruins lies entomb'd; 
And Midnight,- t/itrw^r/2?/ Midnight ! reigns. 



E N D ^/ the Night-Thoughts. 
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PARAPHRASE 

! ON 

1 Part' of the Book oi J B. 

IHRICE Happy Job long liv'd in Regal 
* State, 
Nor faw the Sumptuous Eaft a Fnnce fo 

Great; 
Whofe Worldly Stores in fuch Abundance 
flow'd, 
Whpfe Heart with fuch exalted Virtue glow'd. 
At Iei\gth Misfortunes take their Turn to reign. 
And Ills on Ills fucteed ; A dreadful Train ! 
What Now but Deaths, and Poverty, and Wrong, 
The Sword wide-wafting, the reproachful Tongue, 
And fpotted Plagues, that markM his Limbs all o'eip 
S6 thick with Pains, they wanted Room for more ? 
A Change fo fad .what Mortal Heart could bear ? 
Exhauftai Woe had left Him nought to fear. 
But gave Him All to Grief. - Low Earth He preft. 
Wept in the Daft> and forely fmote his Bx^iiSi. 
/ . * His 
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His Friends around the deep AflHidion mourn'd. 
Felt all his Pangs, and Groan for Groan returned; 
In ADgiiini/>f tkeir Heuts their Mantles^rexu^ 
And ^v'n long I^ays in folemn Silence fpcnt j 
A Debt of Rev'pcncc to Diftrefs fo great ! 
7i»a Joif jcontain'd no more ; but curs'd his FatCr 
HisDc^-of Birthy its inau^icious Light 
HeM^tih^lilQk in Shades of endiefs Night, 
Ajjd ^Wtcd from the Vear ; nor fears to crave 
Death, ifUlant Death ; impatient for the Grave^ 
That Seat ofrPeace, that Maniion of Repofe, 
Where Reft and Mortals are -no longer Foes ; 
Where Counfellors are Hulh'd, and Mighty King$ 
(O happy Turn f) no more are Wretched Things. 

His Words were daring, and difpleas'd his Friends i^ 
His Condud They reprove, and He defends ; 
And now They kindled mto warm Debate, 
And Sentiments opposed with equal Heat^ 
Pixt-in Opinion, Both refiife to yield,- 
And fununon all th^r Reafon tQ the Field : 
So high at length their Arguments were wrought. 
They reach'd the laft Extent of Human Thought t 
A Paufe enfu'^.-;-When, lo ! Heav'n intei^^'d^ 
And awfully the long Con^ntion dos^, 
FuH o*«r their Heads, wi^ terrible Sui^rize, 
A fudden Whirlwind blackened all the Skies 
H(They Saw, and "ftenAled !) : From the Darkncfs br^kft 
A dreadful Voice, ajad thus th' Almighty fpoke. 

Who gms his^<mgue a Looft (b bold and Vain, 
Cenfures my Conduct, and veproves my Reign I 
Lifts u{» Ilk Thought againft Mt hem the D\x^ 
And tells the World^s Ciieator what is Juft I 
Of late £o brave, now lift a dauntlefs £ye, > 
Face my Demand, and give it a Reply: 
Where didft Thou dweU at Nature's early Birth ? * 
Who laid Foundations for the fpacious EartJi? ? 
Who on its Surface did extend the Line, 
Its Form determine, and its Bulk confine ? ^ 
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Who fix'd the Corner-Stone ? What Hand, declare. 
Hung it on Nought, and fallen'd it in Air ; 
When the bright Motning Stars in Concert fung. 
When HeavVs high Arch with loud Hofanwa^s rung. 
When fhouting Sons of God the Triumph crown'd. 
And the wide Concave thundered with the Sound ? 

Earth's numerous Kingdoms, haft Thou view'^d them all ? 
And can thy Span of Knowlege grafp the Ball ? 
Who heaVd the Mountain, which fublimely ftands. 
And calls ks Shadow into diftant Lands ? ^ 

Who^ ftretching forth his Sceptre o'er the Deep, 
Can that wild World in due Subjedlion keep ? ' 

I br0ke the Globe, I fcoop'd its hoUow'd Side» 
And did a Bafon for the Floods provide ; 
I chain them with my Word ; the boiling Sea, 
Work'd up in Temp^fts, hears my great Decree j ' , 
" Thus far, thy floating Tide Ihall be conveyM ; 
" And Here, O Main, be thy proud Billows ftay'd.'' 

Haft Thou explor'd the Secrets of the Deep, 
Where, ihut from Ufe, unn umber d Treafures fleep ; 
Where down a Thoufand Fathoms from the Day, • 

Springs the great Fountain, Mother of the Sea ? 
Thofe gloomy Paths did thy bold Foot e'er tread. 
Whole Worlds of Waters rolling o'er thy Head ? 

Hath the cleft Centre open'd wide to Thee ? 
Death's inmoft Chambers didft Thou ever fee ? 
E'er teiock at his tremendous Gate, and wad^,^-*. 
To the blade Portal thro' th' incumbent Slja'^^? 
Deep are thofe Shades ; but Shades ftill d^er hide 
My Counfels from the Ken of human Pride. 

Where dwells the Light, in what refulgent Dome ? 
And where has Darknefs made her difmal Home ? 
Thou kiiow'ft, no doubt, fince thy large Heart is fraught 
(^4th ripen'd Wifdom thro' long Ages brought, ^, 

Sinca 
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Since Nature was call'd forth when Thou waft by> 
And into Being rofe beneath thine Eye ! 

Arc Miftt begotten ? Who their Father knew ? 
From whom defcend the pearly Drops of Dew ? 
To bind the Stream by Night, what Hand can bbaft, 
Or whiten Morning, with the hoary Froft ? 
Whofe powerful Breath, from Northern Regions blown, 
Touches the Sea, and turns it into Stone ? 
A fudden Defart fpreads o'er Realms defac'd. 
And lays 04^ half of the Creation wafte ? 

Thou know'ft Me not; Thy Blindnefs cannot fee 
How vaft a Diftance parts thy God from Thee. 
Canft Thou in Whtrltjcinds mount aloft ? Canft Thod 
In Clouds and Darknefs wrap thy awful Brow ? 
And when Day triumphs in meridian Light, 
Put forth thy Hand, and fliade the World with Night ? 

Who launched the Clouds in Air, and bid them roll 
Sufpended Seas aloft, from Pole to Pole ? 
Who can refrefh the burning fandy Plain, 
And quench the Summer with a Wafte of Rain ? 
Who in rough Defarts, far from Human Toil, 
Make Rocks bring forth, and Defolation fmile ? 
There blooms the Rofe, where human Face ne'er fhone, 
And fpreads its Beauties to the Sun alone. 

To check the Show'r, who lifts his Hand on high, 
And fhuts the Sluices of th' exhaufted Sky, 
When Earth no longer mourns her gaping Veins, 
Her naked Mountains, and her ruflet Plains ; 
But, new in Life, a chearful Profpe^l yields 
Of fhining Rivers, and of verdant Fields ; 
When Groves and Forefts lavifti all their Bloom, 
And Earth ajjjd'Heav'n are filPd with rich Perfume ? 

Haft Thou e'er fcal'd my wintry Skies, and feen 
Of Hail and Suvws my Northern Magazine ? 

z Thcfc 
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Thcfc the dread Treafures of mine Anger are. 

My Fund of Vengeance for the Day of War, 

When Clouds rain Death, and Storms, at my Command, 

Rage thxo* the World, or wallc a guilty Land. 

Who taught the rapid fFimlj to fly fo faft, " 
Or fhakes the Centre with his Eaflern Blaft ? 
Who from the Skies can a whole Deluge pour ? 
Who flrikes thro' Nature with the folemn Roa,r 
Of dreadful Thunder^ points it where to fall. 
And in fierce Lightning wraps the flying Balli 
Not Jie who trembles at the darted Fires, 
Falls at the Sound, and in the Flafli expires. 

Who drew the Comet out to fuch a Size, 
And pour'd his flaming Train o*er half the Skies ? 
Did thy Refentment hang Him out ? does He 
Glare on the Nations, and Denounce, from Thee ? 

Who on low Earth can moderate the Rein, 
That guides the Stars along th' asthereal Plain ; 
Appoint their Seafons, and dired their Courfe, 
Their Luftre brighten, and fupply their Force ? 
Canft thou the Skies Benevolence reftrain, , 

And caufe the Pleiades to (hine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion fparkles from his Sphere, 
Thaw the cold Seafon, and unbind the Year ? 
Bid Ma%%aroth his deflin'd Station know. 
And teach the bright ArSiurus where to glow ? 
Mine is the Nighty with all her Stars ; I pour 
Myria4s, and Myriads I referve in Store. 

Doft Thou pronounce where Day-light fliall be born. 
And draw the Purple Curtain of the Morn# 
Awake the Sun, and bid him come away. 
And glad Thy World with his Obfequious Ray ? 
Haft Thoui inthron'd in flaming Glory, driv'n 
Triumphant rp*ind the fpacious Ring of Heav'n ? 
That Pomp of Light, what Hand fo far difplays, " 
That dillant Earth lies balking in the Blaze ? 

Who 
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Who did the Soul with* her rich Pow'rs invefl. 
And light up Reafon in the Htunaa Breaft, 
To ihine, with freih Increafe of I»ufh*e» Bright, 
When Stars and Sun are fet in endlefs Night ? 
To thefe my various Queftions make Re^y. 

ThVAlxnighty fpoke; and, fpeaking, ihook the Sky. 

What then, Chaldaan Sire, was thy Surprize ! 
Thus Thou, with trembling Heart, and down-cad Eyes : 
<< Once and again^ which I in Groans deplore, 
<* My Tongue has err'd; but (hall prefume no more. 
«* My Voice is in eternal Silence bound, 
<< And all my Soul falls proilrate to the Ground.'" 

He ceas'd : When, lo ! again th' Almighty fpoke; 
The fame dread Voice from the black Whirlwind broke. 

Can that Arm meafure with an Arm Divine > 

An4 canft thou thunder with a Voice like Mine ? 

Or ^n the Hollow of thy Hand contain 

Tlke.^ulk of Waters, the wide-fpreading Main, 

WJien, mad with Tempefts, all the Billows rife 

In all their Rage, and daih the difknt Skies ? 
I. 

Come forth, in Beauty's Excellence array 'd ; 
And be the Grandeur of thy Pow*r difplay'd ; 
Put on Omnipotence, and frowning make 
The fpacious Round of the Creation Ihake ; 
JDifpatch thy Vengeance, bid- it overthrow ^ 

Triumphant Vice, lay lofty Tyrants low. 
And crumble them to Dull. When This is done, 
I grant thy Sifety lodg'd in Thee alone; 
Of Thee Thou art, and may'ft undaunted ftand 
Behm4 the Buckler of thine own Right Haiid. 



Fond Man f the Vifion of a Moment made ! 
Dream of a Dream ! and Shadow of a Shade I 
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Wfctl Worlds haft Thou produced, \yhat Creatures fram'd* 
Whit Meets cheriihd, that thy God is blam'd ? 
WheBy paia'd with Hunger, the wild Raven*j Brood 
Calls upon Gpd, importunate for Food, 
*Who hears their Cry, who grants their hoarfe Requef^ 
And ftiBR tbe Clamour of the craving Neft ? * 
* 
Who in the cruel Ofineb has fubdu'd 
A Parent's Care, and fond Inquietude ? 
"While far (he flies, her fcatter'd Eggs are found, 
Witheut an Owner, on the fandy Ground j 
Caft oikon Fortone, they at Mercy lie,* 
And borrow Life from an indulgent Sky; 
^ Adopted by the Sun, in Blaze of Day, 
'Tjiey ripen under his prolific Ray. 
IJnmindfiil j(\|r, that fome unhappy Tread 
May crulh her Young in their negledted Bed. 
What time ihe^ldlns along the Field with Speel, 
She fcory the Rider, and purfuing Steed. 

How rich the Peacock ! what bright Gloriei roa 
From Plume to Plume, and vary in the Sun ! 
He proudl)«rpreads them toliie golden Ray, 
Gives all his Cofturs, and adorns the Day ; 
With confcious State the fpaoious Round difplays. 
And flowly moves amid the waving Blaze. 

Who taught the Haivk to find, in Seafons wife> 
Perpetual Summer, and a Change pf Skies ? 
When Clouds deform the Year, fhe mounts the Wind, 
£hooti to the South, nor fears the Storm behipd j 
The Sun returning, fhe returns agen. 
Lives in his Bedhs, and leaves ill Days to Men. 

Tho' ftrong the Hawk, tho' pradis'd well to fly. 
An B€^le drops her in a lower Sky ; 
An Eaghy when, deferting Human Sight, 
She fecks tbe Sun in her unweary'd Fliehti 
Did thy Command her yellow Pinion lift 
8« liigh in Air, and feat her on the Clift, 

P Where 
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Where far above thy World (he dwells Alone, 
And proodly makes the Strength of Rock* her own^ 
Thence wide o'er Nature takes her dread Survey^ 
And with a Glance prodeilinates her Prey ? 
She feafts her Young with Blood, and, hov'ring oer 
TH' unflawghter'd Hoft, enjoys the fromis'd Gore. 

Know'ft Thou how many Moons, by Me aflignM, 
Roll o'er the Mountain Goat^ and Foceft Hind^ 
Wiule pregnant they a Mother's Load fufbin ? 
They bend in Anguiih, and calt forth their Pain. 
Hale are their Young, from Human FraUties frcf^j 
Walk unfuftain'd, and unaffifled feed j 
They live at dftce ; forfake the Dam's warm Side; 
Take the wide World, wifh Nature for their Guide, 
Pound o'er the Lawn, or feck the diftant Glade ; 
And find a Hosie in each delightful Shade. . * 

Will the tall Rem^ which kito.ws no Lord but Me, 
Low at the Crib, and afk an Alms of thee ? ^ 
Submit his unwora Shoulder to the Yoke, 
Break the fliff Clod, and o'er thy Furrow fmoak ? 
Since great his Strength, go If all him, void gf Care; 
Lay on his Neck the Toil ofall the Yn^ ; 
Bid him bring home ^ Seafons to thy Doors, 
And call his Load among t^ny gather 'd Stores. 

Didft Thou frona Service the WiJd-AJs difcharge. 
And break his Bonds, and bid him live at large. 
Thro' the wide Wa%, his ample Manfion, roam. 
And lofe Himfelf in his Unbounded Home? 
By Nature's Hand magnificently fed, ^ 
His Meal is on the Range of Mountains^read ; 
As in pure Mr aloft he bounds along. 
He fees in diftant Smoak the Citv Throng, 
Confcious of Freedom, fcoms the fmother'd Train, 
The threat'ning Driver, and the fervilc. Rcinv 

Survey the w'a^-lfeu^rA / didft Thou iuvift 
With Thunder, his jip|uft diilended CheflL i . • 
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No Senjf of Fear his dauntlefs Soul allays ; 

'Tis dreadful to behold his Noftril blaze ; 

To paw the Vale he proudly takes Delight, 

And triumphs in tl» Folnefs of his Might ; 

High-rais'd he fnuffs the Battle from afar, 

And burns to plunge amid the raging War ; 

And mocks at Death, and throws his Foam around. 

And in a Storm of Fury ffiakes the Ground. 

How does his firm, his rifmg Heart advance * 

Full on the brandifh'd Sword, and fhaken Lance ; * 

While his fixt Eye-balk meet tfce dazling Shield, 

Gaze, and return the Lightning of the Field ! 

He finks the Senfe of Pain in gen'rous Pride, 

Nor feels the Shaft that trembles in Ws Side ; 

But neighs to the flirS Trumpet's dreadful Blaft 

Till Death ; and when he groans, he groans his lafl. 

But, fi^cer ftiil, the Loydly Lhn ftalks. 
Grimly Majeftic in his lonely Walks; 
When round he glares, all living Creatutes fly ; 
He clears the Defart, with his rolling Eye. 
Say, Mortal, does he roufe at thy Command, 
And roar to Thee, and live upon thy Hand ? 
Dofl thou for him in Forefts bend thy Bow, 
4nd to his gloomy Den the MOrfel throw,* 
Where bent on Death lie hid his tawny Brood, 
And, cguch'd in dreadful Ambufh, pant for Blood ; 
Or, ftretch'd on broken l^bs, coqjTume the Day, 
In Darki;iefs ^rapt, and tern ber o'er their Prey ? 
By the pale Moon they talce their deftin'd Round, 
And lafh their Sides, and furious tear the Ground. 
Now Shrieks, and dying Groans, tlie Defart fill ; 
They rage, they rend, their rav'nous Jaws diftil 
With crimfon Foam ; and, when the Banquet's oVr, 
They ftride away, and paint their Steps with Gore } 
In Flight alone the Shepherd puts his Truft, 
Amd ihudders at the Talon in the Duft. 
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Mild (s ny Bthim$th, dicf large his Frame ; * 
Smooth is his Temper, and reprdl his Flame, 
While uniM'ovok'd. This Naciire of th# Flood 
Lifb his broad Foot, and puts afhore for Food ; 
Earth (inks beneath him, as he moves along 
To feek the Herbs, and mingle with the Throng. 
See, with what (trength his harffen'd Loios are bound. 
All pver Proof, and Siut againft a Wound. 
Ho|(r like a Mountain Cedar moves his Tail I 
.Nor can his complicated Siaews fail. 
Built high and wide, his folid Bones furpafs 
The Bart of Steel ; his Ribs are Ribs of Brafs ; 
His Btot majeHic, an4 his armed Jaw, 
Give the wide Foreft, and the Mouitain, LaW. 
The Mountains feed him ; there the Beafls admire 
The mighty Stranger, and in Dread retire : * 

At lengdi his Greatnefs nearer theyfurvey. 
Graze in his Shadow, and his Eye obey. 
The Fens and Marihes are his cool Retreat, 
HisNoontide Shelter from the burning Heat^ 
1'heir fedgy Bofoms-his wide Couch are made. 
And Groves of Willows give him all their Shade. 
His Eye drinks Jordan up, when, fir'd with Drought, 
He trulls to turn its Current down his Throat ; 
In leiTenM Waves it creeps along the Plain : 
He finks a River, and He thirHs again. 

Go to the M'A', and, from its fruitful Sfd^ 
Caft forth thy Line into the fwelling Tide: 
With flender Hair Le*viathan command. 
And (Iretch his Valines on the loaded Strand. 
Will he become Thy Servant, will he own 
Thy Lordly Nod, and tremble at Thy Frown ? 
Or with his Sport amufe thy Icifure Day, 
And, bound in Silk, with thy foft Maidens play ? 

Shall pompous Bittquets fwell with fuch a Prize, 
And the Bowl journey round his ample S ze ? 



Or 
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Or the debating Merchants fhare the Prey, 
And various Limbs to various Marts convey ? 
Thro' his firm^kuU what SteeP^ Way can win ? 
What forceful Engine can fubdue his Skin ? 
Fly far, and live ; tempt not his matchlefs Might ; 
The Bravefl (brink to Cowards in his Sight ; 
The Ralhcft dare not roufe him up : Who then 
Shall turn on Me, among the Sons ofiifien ? 

Am I a Debtor ? Haft thou ever heard 
Whence come the Gifts which are on Me conferr'd ? 
My lavifh Fruit a thoufand Valleys fills. 
And Mine the Herds, that graze a thoufand Hills : 
Earthy Sea, and Air, All Nature is my own ; 
And Stars and Sun are Duft beneath my Thr6ne. 
And dar'ft Thou with the World's great Father vyc^ 
Thou, who doft tremble at my Creature's Eye ? 

At full my huge Le^viathan fliall rife, 
Boaft all his Strength, and fpread his wond'rous Size. 
Who, great in Arms, e*er ftripp'd his (hining Mail, 
Or crown'd his Triumph with a fingle Scale ? 
Whofe Heart fuftains him to dra\^ near ? Behold, 
Deilrudiion yawns ; his fpacious Jaws unfold. 
And, marfhal'd round the wide Expanfe, difclofe 
Seedi edgM with Dealth, and crouding Rows on Rows ; 
What hideous Fangs on either Side arife I 
And what a deep Abyfs between them lies f 
Mete with Ay Lance, and with thy Plumbet founds 
The .One how long, the Other how profound. 

His Bulk is charg'd with fuch a furious Soul, 
That Clouds of Smoke from his fpread Noftrils roll^ 
As from a Furnace^ and, when rous'd his Ire, 
Fate iiTues from his Jaws in Streams of Fire. 
The Rage of Tempefts, and the Roar of Seas, 
Thy Terror, this diy great Superior pleafe ; 
Strength on his ample Shoulder fits in State ; 
His well-join'd Limbs are dreadfully complete ; 
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His Flakes of folid Fldh are flow to part ; 
As Steel his Nerves, as Adamant his Heart. 

* 
When, late-awak'd, He rears him from the Floods, 
And, ftretchiDg forth his Stature to the Clouds, 
Writhes in the Sun aloft his fcaly Height, 
And firikes the diftant Hills with tranfient Light, 
Far round are fatal ^mM of Terror fpread. 
The Mighty fear, nor blufli to own their Dread. 

Large is his Fiont; and, when his burniih'd Eyes 
Lift their broad Lids, the Morning feems to nfe. 

In vain may Death iu various Shapes invade. 
The fwift-wi»g'd Arrow, the defcending Blade j 
His naked Bireaft their Impotence defies ; 
The Dart rebounds, the brittle Fauchion fliet- 
Shut in Himfelf, the War without he hears. 
Safe in the Tempeft of their rattling Spears ; 
The cumber'd Strand their walled Vollies ftrow.i 
His Sport, the Rage and Labour of the Foe. 

His Paflimes like a Caldron boil the Flood,. 
And blacken Ocean with the rifing Mud ; 
The Billows feel him, as he works his Way ; 
His hoary Footfleps (hine along the Sea ; ^ 

The Foam high-wrought, with White, divides the GreexV 
And diflant Sailors point where Death has been. 

•» 

His Like Earth bears not on her fpacious Face ; 
Alone in Nature fiands his dauntlefs Race, 
For utter Ignorance of Fear renown'd. 
In Wr^th he rolls his baleful Eye around ; 
Makes every fwoln, difdainful Heart fabfide; 
And holds Dominion o'er the Sons of Pridci 

Then the Chaldaan eas'd his Utb'ring Breaft, 
With full ConvidUon of his Crime oppreft. 

^' Thou 
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Part of the Book of Job. 319 

" Thou canft accomplifti All Things, Lord of Might I 

And ev'ry Thought is naked to thy Sight. 

But oh ! Thy Ways are wonderful, and lie 

Beyond the deepefl Reach of mortal Eye. 

Oft have I heard of thine Almighty Pow'r; 

But never faw Thee till this dreadful Hour. 

O'erwhelm'd with Shame, the Lord of Life I fee ; ^ 

Abhor myfelf, and give my Soul to Thee. 

Nor fhall my Weaknefs tempt Thine Anger more : 

Man was not made to Queflion, but Adore.'* 
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NOTES. 



tfJl^S^fS) T is difputed among the Critics who was the 
^^^i€ Author of the Book of joL Some give it to 
Mo/a; fome to Others, As I was engaged in 
this little Performance, fome Arguments oc- 
curred to me, which favour the former of 
thefe Opinions ; which Arguments I have flung into the 
following Notes, where little elfe is to be expefted. 

Page 307. Thrke Happy Job, &c.] The Almighty's 
Speech, Chapter xxxviii. &c, which is what I paraphrafe ia 
this little Work, is by much the fineft Part of the nobleit, 
and moft antient Poem in the World. Biftiop Patrick 
fays, its Grandeur is as much above all other Poetry, as 
Thunder is louder than a Whifper, In order to fet this 
diftinguilh'd Part of the Poem in a fuller Light, and give 
the Reader a clearer Conception of it, I have abridg'd the 
preceding and fubfequent Parts of the Poem, and join'd 
them to it ; fo that this Piece is a fort of an Epitome of the 
whole Book oijob, 

I ufe the Word Paraphrafe, becaufe I want another 
which might better anfwer to the uncommon Liberties I 
have taken. I have omitted, added, and tranfpos'd. The 
Mountaiu, ik^ Comet ^ thcSuft, and other Parts, areintirely 
added : The Peacock, the Lion, &c. are much inlarg'd : 
And I have throwa the Whole into a Method more fuit- 
able to our Notions of Regularity. The Judicious, if 
they compare this Piece with the Original, will, I flatter 
myfelf, find the Reafbns fof^the great Liberties I have in- 
dulg'd myfelf in through tic Whole. 

Longinus 
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Longinus has a Chapter on Interrogations, which fncws 
that they contribute much to the Sublime. This Speech 
of the Almighty is made up of them. Interrogation feems 
indeed the proper Stvle of Majefty incens'd. It diiFers 
from other manner of Reproof, as bidding a Perfon exe- 
cute himfclf, does from a common Execution ; for he that 
afks the GuiJty a proper QueiUon, makes him, iu effed, 
pafs Sentence on himfelf. 

Page 308. -^ "F rom tbtDarknefs Ireke 
A dreadful Foice, and thu$ ty Almighty f poke ^ 
The Book of Joh is well known to be Dramatic, and, like 
the Tragedies of old Greece, is Fiction built on Truth. 
Probably this moll noble Part of it, the Almighty {peak- 
ing out of the Whirlwind (fo fuitable to tlie After-pradice 
of the Greek Stage, when there happened Dignus Findke 
Nodus), is fictitious ; b^t it Is a Fi6libn more* agreeable io 
tht Timb in which Job lived, than to any fmce. Fre- 
quent, befbrc the Law, were the Appearances- of the' 
Almighty, after this inanner, Bxodus ch. xix* Ezekiei ch. i. 
tfc. Hence is He faid to dwell in thick Darknefs : And 
hti've his W'ay in the Whirhwini^ 

Page 309. Thus far thy floating Tide, &c.] There is a 
very grea^ Air in all that precedes r but this is fignairy 
SubHme. We are ftruck with Admiration to fee the Vail 
and Ungovernable Ocean receiving; Commands, and pun- 
ctually obeying them; to find ic like a mana^'d Horfe, 
raging, toffing, and foaming, but by the Rule and Di- 
rection of its Mailer. This FafTage yields in Sublimity to 
that of Let there be Light, &C. fo much only, as the abfo- 
lute Government of Nature yields to the Creation of it. 

The like Spirit in thefe two Paffages is no bad concur- 
rent Argument, that Maffs is Author ofthe Book of Job. 

Page 31^. l^'lnn, fain*d iniith Hunger, the ivild Rd'vth's 
Bi^ood, &C.J Another Argument that Mofes was tile Au- 
thor, is, that moft of the Creatures here mention'd are 
Egyptian. The Reafon given why the Raven is particu- 
larly mention'd as an Object of the Care of Providence, 
is, becaufc, by her clamorous and importunate Voice, flie 
particularly feems' always calling upon it ; thence Jcopd[^<rft» 
« Ko^eti^ is to afk earnellly, Mliav. 1. ii. c. 48. And 

fince 
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fince there were Ravens on the Banks of the Nile more 
clamorous than the reft of that Species, Thofe probably 
are meant in this Place, 

Page 313. IVJifo in the cruel OJirich has fuhdu^dy &cj 
There are many Inftances of this Bird*s Stupidity; let 
two fuilice. 

Firft, It covers its Head in the Reeds, and thinks itfelf 
all out of Sight. 

Stat lumlne claufo 

Ridettdum re*voluta caput ; creditque latere^ 

^<r noM ipfa 'videt -Claud. 

ZecQiuHy^ They that go in Purfuit of them, draw the 
Skin of an Oftrich's Neck on one Hand, which proves ^ 
fufficient Lure to take them with the other. 

They have fo little Brain, that Heliogabalus had fix hu|i- 
dred Head»>fer his Supper. * 

Hei*we may obferve, that our Judicious as well as Sublime 
Author, juft touches the great Points of Diftinftion in each 
Creature, and theft haftens to another. A Defcrijkion h 
exa6"l when you cannot add^^xxt what is common to anothet 
thing; not ijoithdraiv^ but fomething peculiarly belonging 
to tht thing defcrib'd* A Likene/s h' loft in too much J^tS" 
{(ription, as a Meaning often in too much Illuftration. 

Ibid. What time Jhe Jkims' along the Fields &C.] Here 
is mark'd another Peculiar Quality of this Creature, 
which neither flies, nor runs diftindtly, but has a Motion 
composed of both, and, ufing its Wil^s as Sails, makes 
great Speed. 

Vafta velut Lihya^ «venantum fuocihiis aUi 

Cum fremitur, calidas cur/u tranftnittit arenas ^ 

Inque mf>dum fveli finuafis Jlamine ftnnis 

Pulverulent a <uolat Claud, in Eutr, 

Ibid. She /corns the Rider ^ and purfuing Steed-"] Xeno^ 
phon fays, Cyrus had fiorfes that could overtake the 
Goat, and the Wild-Afs ; but none that could reach this 
Creature. A thoufand golden Ducats, or a hundred Ca- 
mels, was the ftatcd Price of a Horfe that could equal 
their Speed. Page 
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Page 313. Ho<w Rich the Peacock^ SczJ] Though this 
Bird is but juft mentioned in my Author, I could not for- 
bear going a little farther, and fpreading thofe beautiful 
Plumes (which are There (hut up) into half a dozen Lines. 
The Circumflancc I have mark'd of his opening his Plumes 
to the Sun Is true. Exfandit colore s ad^verfa maxime file, 
quia Jic fulgentius radiant. Plin. 1. X. c. 20. 

Ibid. Though Jlrong the Haiuk, though fraBWi 
nmll to fly ] Thuanus fde. Re Accip.) mentions a Hawk 
that flew from Paris to London in a Night. 

An4 the Egyptians^ in regard to its Swiftnefs, made it 
their Symbol for the Wind j for which Reafon we may 
fuppofe the Hawk, as well as the Crow above, to have 
been a Bird of Note in Egypt, 

Page 314. Thence nvide o^er Nature takes her dread 
Survey, &c.] The Eagle is faid to be af fo acute a Sight, 
that when fhe is fo high in Air, that Man cannot iee her, 
flic can difcern the fmalleft f ifli under Water. My Au- I 
thor accurately underflood the Nature of the Creatures 
he defcribes, and feems to have been it Naturaliil as well 
as a Poet, which the next No^fie will confirm. 

Ibid. Knowj^fi thou hoto many Moons, hy me affigr^d^ 
Ice] The Mdaning of this Quefti«li is, Know'fl thou the 
Time and Circumftances of their bringing forth ? for to 
know the Time Only was eafy, and had nothing extraor- 
dinary in it ; but the CircumHances had ibmething pecu- 
liarly expreflive of God's Providence, which makes the 
Queflion proper i|^ this Place. PUrr^ obferves, that the 
Hind with Young is by Inftinft direfted to a pertain Herb 
caird Sefelis^ which facilitates the Birth. Thunder alfo 
(which looks like the more immediate Hand of Provi- 
dence) has the fame Effedt, Pf, xxix. In fo early an Age to 
obferve thefe things may ftilc our Author a Naturalift. 

Ibid. Survey the Warlike Horfe^ &c.] The Defcrip- 
tion of the Horfe is the moft celebrated of any in the 
Poem. There is an excellent Critique on it in the Guar- 
dians, I ftiall therefore only oWcrve, that, in this De- 
fcription, as in other P^ts of this Speech, our Vulgar 
Tranflation has much mgre Spirit than the Septuagixit ; it 
always takes th^ Originsd in the moft poetical and exalted 

SenfCi 
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'^fe, fo that moft Commentators, even on the Hebrew 
itfelf, fall beneath it. 

Pa^C .315. By the paie Mgon they take their deftin'd 
RourJ, &c.] Parfuing their Prey by Night is true of mofl 
wild Beafb, particularly the Lion, P/. civ. a;. 20. Tip 
Arabians have One among their 500 Names for ||k Lion, 
which fignifies tbtHunter by Moon-Jhine, 

Page 316. He folks a Ri'ver^ and he thirfis again, &C.] 

Cephiji glaciale caput , quo fuetus anhelam 
Ferrefoim Python, amnentqns avertere Ponto. 

Stat. Theb. i»» 349* 

Sln^ fpiris tegtret mmtes, hauriret hiatu 
Fiumena, &c.— 

Claud. Praef. in Ruf. 

Let not then This Hyperbole feem too mudi for an 
Eaftern Poet, tho' fome Commentators of Name ftrain 
hard in this Place for a new Conflru^on, thro' Fear of it. 

Ibid. GV to the Nile, and from its fruitful Side, &c.] 
The taking the Crocodile is, moft difficult. Diodorus fay 
they are not to be taken bat by Iron Nets. When Augufius 
conquered Egypt, he flruck a Medal, the Imprefs of which 
was ^ Crocodile chain'd to a Palm-Tree, with this Infcrip- 
tion, Hemo antea religavit, 

]^« 317. 7 he Rajheji dare not roufi him up, &c.J. This 
alhi^ to a Cudom of this Creature, which is, when fated 
with Ti(h, tCLCome afhore, and fleep among th^eeds. 

Ibid. , Behold, 

peftruSfion yanuns, his J^acMks ^aivs unfold, &c.] The 
Crocodiles Mouth is exceeding wide. When he gapes, fays 
Pliny, Firtotum Os. Ma$tial i9,y% to his old Woman, 

Cum comparata ri3ihlis tuis Or a 
, Hiliacus hahet crocodilus angina. 

So that the Es^reffion Here is barely jnft. 

Ibid. Fate iffues from his Jaius intBrgams of Fire,"] 
This too is neai^er Truth -than at iirft View may be ims- 
^nM. The Crocodile, fay the Nat^ralifts^. lying long 
ond^ Water, and being there forced to hold its Bceath, when 

it 
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it emerges^ the Breath long reprell is hot, and birfls out 
fo violently,that it refembles Fire and Smoke. The Hoiie 
fuppreiTes not his Breath by any means fo long^ neither 
is he fo fierce and animated j yet the moil correft of Poete 
ventures to ufe the fame Metaphor concerning him. 

ColieBmfque premens ^vitfub naribus ignem. 

By this and the foregoing Note I would caution againft a 
falfe Opinion of the Eailem Boldnefs, from Paffages in 
them ill underflood. 

Page 318. Large is his Front i and^ nvben his httmijk''d 
Eyesy tic. 5 His Eyes are like the Eyelids of the Morning, 
1 think this gives us as great an Image of the Thing it 
would exprefs, as can enter the Thought of Man. It is 
not improbable, that the Egyptians ftole their Hierogly- 
phic fieir lite Morning, which is the Crocodile's Eye, from 
this Paffage, though no Gommentator I have feen, men- 
tions it. It is eafy to conceive how the Egyptians fhould 
be both Readers and Admirers of the Writings of Mtfes^ 
whom I fuppofe the Author of this Poem. 

1 have obferved already, that three or four of the Crea- 
tures here defcrib'd are Egyptian ; the two laft are notori- 
oufly fo ; they are the River-horfe, and the Crocodile, 
thofe celebrated Inhabitants of the "Nile ; and on thefetwo 
it is that our Author chiefly dwells. It would have been 
e.xpefted from ah Author more remote from that R^jger 
than Mofes^ in a Catalogue of Creatures produc'd tomag - 
nify their Creator, to havo^wek on the Two fergcft Works 
of his Hand, <vi%. the Elepi(§nt, and the Whale ; This is 
fo natural an Expedlation, that fome Commentators have 
rendered Behemoth and Leviathan^ the Elephant anffWhale, 
tho' the Defcriptions in our Autiior will not admit of it ; 
but Mofes being (as we may well fdfpofe) under an imme- 
diate Terror of the Hippopotamos and Crocodile from their 
daily Mifchiefs and Ravages around hun,iti$;irery accoui^t- 
ai:^ why he (hould permit them to take place. 
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